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The Fair Hermit of Mystery Valley. 


By the author of “BUFFALO BILL.” 


_« CHAPTER I. 


BUFFALO BILL’S STRANGE STORY. 


The chief of army scouts, William F. Cody, had 
returned to Fort Wingate one night from a lone ex- 
pedition, just as all the garfison were, looking upon 
him as dead, believing that he had at last met the 
doom so many had predicted he would, and wonder- 
ing why he had not long before done so. 

‘‘Corporal of the guard! chief of scouts, Cody, is 
returning,’’ repeated the sentinel, as he recognized a 
horseman coming at a lope over the plain. 

And such a cheer as went up at the words of the 
sentinel was seldom heard, for that Buffalo Bill had 
discounted all predictions and again proved his title 
o ‘hearing a charined life,’’? was a joy to one and all 
in the fort. 


He looked worn and haggard, and his horse was 


gaunt and weary, as they passed in through the. 


stockade; but the greeting was a grand one. 

Where he had gone no one knew, save General 
Carrol, the commandant, and even he had begun. to 
regard the scout as dead, for weeks had passed since 
he had left the post on a secret mission. 

Straight to headquarters he rode, dismounted, 
turned his horse loose to go to the stable, and was met 
by General Carrol on the piazza, so glad was that 
officer to welcome the great scout back again. 

‘‘Come in, Cody, and I feel as though I was wel- 
coming you back almost from the grave.’’ 

‘‘Not so bad as that, general, though I have been 
on a long trail, and a strange one, sir.’’ 


‘‘T do not doubt it—you show it in your face, and 
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I was sorry that I allowed you to goon the search 
for those mysterious people you had heard of. ’ 
‘‘And’I am glad that I went, sir, for I found the 
secret settlement I had heard of, aud wished to solve 
the mystery of, and I discovered enough to know 


- that they need looking after, while I have a plan to 


submit to you, sir.’’ 

‘‘Never content unless your life is in danger, 
Cody.”’ 

“Tf there is good to, be obtained by the risk, sir.”’ 

‘Then you found the valley ?”’ 

‘Yesiysir.’? 

‘“Andewas it what you had heard?” 

‘*More, sir, for jeune a mystery that must be un- 


_covered.’’ * 


“Well, tell. me, aout your trip.’’ . 

“T went on the. trail, after leaving. Fort McRae, 
which the Mexican who died here told me to take, 
and it led me into a country seldom traveled, down 
into the land of the deserted fort, old Tube Rosa. - 

“T struck the Tube Rosa range and found there a 
large lake in a most beautiful valley, situated. by 
itself, for all approaches to it are desert lands, beyond 
which no one would suspect to find a garden spot of 
beauty.’ . 

‘Ves, I have heard only indirectly of such a coun- 
try there, but not that it was settled.” 

“Well, itis settled, General Carrol, as you shall 
hear. S. 3' . 

‘The valley is beautiful, fertile, the surroundings 
well timbered, grass abundant, and there is a large, 
deep lake of clear and icy water. 

» I was surprised, I can.tell you, sir, when I saw 
it, and yet my suspicions were only beginning with 


the first view from the range suinmit. 


“But first, sif, I ran upon an adventure and a 
strange one. 

“As I began to enter the unkuown and beautiful 
lake land, I came unexpectedly upon what had been 
once the home, doubtless, of some old Spanish or 
Mexican don; but it was in ruins, almost, and seine 
to have been Tous deserted. 


“Halting to gaze at it, I wasstartled to hear voices, 
the first I had heard for days, and in English. 

“There was a shot, a cry in a woman’s voice, oaths 
in Mexican, and I knew that some one was in trou- 
ble, so I rode to the rescue. 

“Tt didn’t last long, for I saw aman in Mexican 
uniforin lying on the ground, a young girl near him, 


‘from the young 


their horses close by, and they had been held ap by 
‘several outlaws. 

“One I dropped, the others skipped, and I found I 
had rescued a Mexican officer and a young girl, who, 
while on a ride had been attacked by road agents, 
who had not expected help near. | 

‘A glancing shot on the head had stunned the 
officer, knocking him from lis saddle. 

‘fAs the men dashed off and escaped me, for I 
didn’t press them close, I admit, there being more 


than I wanted, one called out: 


‘¢ *T*]] remember you for this, Buffalo Bill,’’? 
“This showed that he knew you.” 

ay 68, Six,” 

‘But go on with your strange story.”’ 
‘In a few words, sir, the officer lad sevived, and 
girl I learned that she lived some 
distance away, and the outlaws had sought to force 
from her some secret, what I did not know, and, as I 
felt that the villains believed I had help near, and 
finding out that I had not would return, 
quick zmovement to a place of safety. 

The girl and the officer quickly mounted, the lat- 
ter still half dazed from lis wound, and I told them 
I would remain behind to check pursuit and then 
follow upon their trail. 

‘ft did remain fora while, then left, but I stuck to 
the trail I had been traveling, thinking that they 
might think there was a crowd if I followed the girl 
and the officer. 

“As I rode along I suddenly spied a glittering ob- 
ject on the ground, and picking it up I was surprised 
to find that it wasia bracelet studded with gems. I 
will show it to you later, for I have it. 


‘Feeling sure that. the lady had dropped it, I 


I urged a 


retraced my steps and. picked up their trail, only to | 


lose it, and I am certain that they covered up their 
tracks to throw me off the track. 


“Search as I might 1 could not pick up the trail 
of the officer and the girl, so I gave it up at last and 


weut on to the valley, to halt at a fine ranch I came 


uvor and there ask hospitality. 

‘‘But to tell you first of this strange valley and its 
people. 

‘“The settlement numbers a. thousand people, is an 
adobe village, and the dwellers there are Mexicans, 
with a mixture of Americans and Indians. 

‘*From Silver Lakes’ settlement the ranches branch 
out.in the valley, and there are some fine haciendas 
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among them, the rancheros being rich in cattle and 
horses, and a eet of Americans and Mexicans of 
the better class.’ 

‘“You surprise me, Cody, and interest me greatly,’’ 
said General Carrol. 

‘‘T was greatly surprised and interested myself, sir, 
duringthe two days and nights I was in the valley. 

‘*All seems peaceful there, too, general, and yet 
upon that valley rests a cruel curse, for it is under a 
ban of outlawry that is most mysterious, and the 
more terrible because the actors are unseen, unknown, 
and therefore secret foes. 

“Tipou this strange community hangs my mission 
of ditty that I ask to go upon.’’ 

““Well ?”? 

“T was struck with the beautyrof the valley, the 
apparent wealth of the ranclieros, and where I stopped 
was the home of an American, who was half Mexican, 
for he had had a Texan for his father, who had 
matried a lady of Mexico. 

‘“He received me with the greatest hospitality, and 
we became so friendly that he told me that night, as 
we sat together, of the ban upon the fair valley. 

‘‘T questioned him closely, for I wished to know 
all that I.could discover, and he made known, 
though with considerable dread at doing so, that the 


curse upon the community was from the deeds of a 


secret foe or rather foes. e 

‘Who that foe was no one could tell, and yet he 
Was most in evidence at every ranch in the valley, 
upon which he levied tribute or blood money, I may 


| say, and got it.”’ 
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‘‘But how did he do this?” 

‘*By a placard stuck on the gate of a ranch louse, 
or hacienda, denianding a certain sum to be placed 
in a designated spot on a day or night named, under 
the penalty, if refused, of a death in the family.”’ 


‘“This must be looked to, Cody.”’ ° 


“That is just what I am after, general.” 

‘“But why do not the rancheros have the nerve to 
put this unseen robber to the test ?”’ 

‘“They have, sir, and to their bitter cost.’’ 

‘*He has carried out his threats, then ?”? 

‘“He has, sir, promptly and without mercy, and 
that is why they no longer refuse the demands upon 
them. ”’ 

“T can hardly wonder at it, when an unseen foe 


strikes at those they love.”’ 


‘“He does more, sir, for he has taken from each 
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home a hostage, keeping them comfortably, as they 
are allowed to write liome, but holding them against 
refusal of his demands, and threatens to thus keep 
them until he gains the purpose for which he is striv- 
ing, a certain amount of money, I take it.sit.’? 
‘“There is no,doubt of it, and it is a novel way of 
gaining his ends; but still I believe he can be check- 


‘*T feel confident of it, sir, and for that reason I 
wish your permission, General Carrol, to go to that 
valley and solve that mystery, hunt down that un-— 
seen and unknown foe. 3 

‘Vou know that scout, Texas Jack, brought with 
him a dozen Texans as scouts, and they are all saddle 
sharps, superb lassoists, dead shots, speak Spanish 
inoré or less fluently, and are utterly fearless.”’ 

‘They are all that you say, Cody.” 

‘‘Now, general, I wish to take T’exas Jack and fis 
Texans and go to that valley and take possession of 
a deserted hacienda I saw there and turn ranchero, 
buying cattle and, horses, and establishing myself 
there for the one purpose of discovering the daring 
leader who thus threatens, robs and persecutes these 
people, and I am sure, sir, that I can unearthia mys- 
tery that will fully compensate for our time.’ 

“‘Cody, you can go, and take the men you ask for. 
You have been there, understand the situtation, and 
know what you are doing, so I-leave all to you.”” 

‘‘Now, general, as the owner of this bracelet 
dodged me, beyond all doubt, I have it to return to 
her and will do so. Here it is, sir.”’ 

“Why, it is worth a small fortune, Cody,’’ said 
the general, gazing earnestly at the handsome brace- 
let. 


et 


CHAPTER II. . 
UNDER A CURSE. 


Buffalo Bill went on to tell General Carrol how 
hard he had tried to’find the owner of the bracelet, 
and what he considered proof that she and the 
wounded Mexican officer had covered up their tracks. 

Then he continued his story about the strange val- 
ley, and the cruel curse that rested upon it, the ban 
under which it suffered in terror through the deeds 
of a secret foe, and which no one had the power to 
break or force to an ending, cost what it might. 

‘IT gave that deserted ranch a close call, sir,”’ 
resumed the scout, ‘‘for I was interested in it, and it 
was really a grand_.old ruin, avoided, as I found out 


Beit 
later by all, and feared, for it is known as the 
Haunted Hacienda, and also the Fatal Ranch, and 
the believers in ghosts all are sure that it is the haunt 
of evil spirits. 

‘“‘T took it all in and made up my mind, sir, that 
it would be valuable for me to haunt when I returned 
to the valley with the force I was going to ask you to 
let me have, sir, and which-you have kindly given 
me,”? 

‘*VYes, and more, if you need them; but you can 
tell me more of this valley, I hope,’’ said General 
Carrol. 

“*T rode on up the valley to the settlement of Silver 
Lake City without meeting a soul. | 

‘“That city, as they call it, is beautifully situated, 
and is composed of adobe houses, the people seeming 
to’ have very little to do. 

‘*Some mine in the mountains, others of the men 
ate cowboys on the ranches down the valley, there 
are several stores, saloons, and a blacksmith shop or 


two, with an old mission chapel and a priest. 


€ 


‘“There is a half-way inn there, and if the landlord 
is not a villain, then his looks belie him. 


“T told him I was looking for a ranch, and he told 


me thére was none for sale. 


*‘T asked him about the deserted hacienda, and he 
said that no one would live there, as it was haunted 
by evil spirits, aud he either believed it, or could lie 
with as straight a face as I ever saw. 


‘‘He said the place belonged to some one in Mexico, 
who had inherited it, that every one who had last 
lived there had died over night, from what cause no 
one knew, for there were no signs of violence upon 
them, but all were found dead in the morning, as 
also every abies cow, sheep and dog in the walled-in 
place. ”’ 

‘“This is a remarkable story, Cody.”’ 


‘*Ves, General Carrol, but he told it as the truth, 
and there stands the deserted hacienda, with the 
graves, thirty-three in number, in one corner of the 
grounds. | 

“Tt was left, then, to go to ruin—to the coyotes, 
owls and bats. 

‘*T asked the landlord as much as I dared, to try 
and find out who the maiden and the Mexican officer 
were. 

‘From what I could learn from him, if the one I 
rescued was the one he had in mind, the lady is 
known as Suelo, the Girl Recluse, 
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“She is the daughter of a Mexican nobleman, I 
heard, but lives alone at her hacienda, which is a 
fine one, with only ‘her servants and a score of cattle- | 
men, Mexicans, and all appear to worsliip her. 

‘*But no one in the valley knows much about her, 
the landlord said, and who the Mexican officer was | 
he did not know. , 

‘*T did not tell him I had rescued theth, but merely 
said I had met them, and her beauty and his fine — 
looks and uniform impressed me. 


‘Tt called upon the priest, but he was absent, and 
so I determined to bring the bracelet on with me, * 
general, and when I go back I shall look up the 
owner, and then, sir, I shall take the deserted ha- 
cienda as iny ranch.’’ 

‘*Well, Cody, you are the best judge of just what 
to do; but I assure you I will not only be anxious | 
about you, but watch the result with great interest. 

“Tf you need aid I will give you letters to the near- 
est posts, so you will be able to callon them for what | 
men you may wish.”’ 

“Thank you, sit, and my idea was to stop at the 
Government corrals on my way down—for you know 
they send the cattle southward to feed inswinter—and | 
borrow. a lot.of steers and horses to drive to my ranch 
and care for, thus carrying out the idea that I had - 
gone to the valley to settle and make it my home. 


—— 


“T shall tell the priest that I will pay rent when | 
the owner demands it, and thus keep my taking pos- 
session of the deserted ranch from appearing a law- 
less act.”’ 

‘It would be a good idea.”’ 


‘Come to me when you are ready to start, and - 
will give you all letters necessary to have you carry 
out your plans,’’? said General Carrol, and Buffalo | 
Bill departed, to prepare for his strange mission to 
the mysterious valley whose people lived under such | 
a cruel curse. | 

All the garrison at the fort wondered what was | 
going on when they saw Buflalo Bill ride away from 
the post at the head of fourteen of the best scouts, | 
most daring Indian fighters, and wildest riders on a 
frontier. , 

They were dead shots, all of them, with rifle and | 
revolver; they could throw:a lariat lik e a Mexican, | 
and they could ride as few men could. 


Good-looking, most of them, well-formed, bronze 
faced and with a reckless, devil-synay-care air, they 
were the pride of the post. 


| 
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Men and horses had* been picked for a purpose, it 
could be plainly seen. { 

They had extra animals along, and half a dozen 
pack mules, well loaded with acamp outfit, provi- 
sions and ammunition. 


Those that saw them waiting for the start beheld 
Texas Jack, the noted ranger scout from the Lone 
Star State, and next in rank to Buffalo Bill at the 
post. 

Then there was another lieutenant of the chief of 
scouts in Wild Winfield, and these.two men hada 
record t6 be proud of as plainsmen. 


Blue Jacket Bob, Wichita Will, Mustang Frank, 
Rio Grande Dick, Jone Star Sain, and so on down 
the file, until, after the two lieutenants, came twelve 
good men and true. 

‘Where are you going, Texas Jack?’ asked an 
officer of cavalry, passing the squad of wild riders, 

“Don’t know, sir. Got orders to get ready fora 
long trail, and am prepared fora fight, footrace, or 
siege, sir.”’ 

‘“‘T have not heard of any news that causes General 
Carrol to send out Cody and his picked saddle 
sharps,’’ continued the officer. 

‘“Nor have’l, sir.”’ 

‘Have none of the men an idea?”? 

‘‘Not one, sir, and we are waiting for the chief of 
scouts, Cody, now, for he has gone to the general for 
last orders.” 

As ‘Texas Jack spoke, Butfalo Bill appeared, com- 
ing from General Carrol’s quarters, 

He was splendidly mounted and armed, and his 
face was as serene as a May morn. 

There was nothing there to indicate anxiety or 
dread. 

“Which way, Cody ?’’ asked the major of the post, 
pausing just then, while the other officer, who had 
been questioning Texas Jack, said: 

‘“That’s right, major, for I’m anxious to know; 
but they are all as close as clams.”? 

“T aim going southward ona scout, major,’’ was 
Buffalo Bill’s reply, and, saluting, he rode to the 
head of the line, and gave the order to march. 

The scouts obeyed, following in two files, Texas 
Jack at the head of one, Wild Winfield leading the 
other, while two men brought up the rear, to keep 
the packmules closed up. 


That the band of wild riders were curious about 


their going, was certain; but not a hint came from 
their chief, and not a man dared to question him. 

The start had been made after dinner, and after a 
ride of twenty-five miles a halt was made for the 
night. 

Supper was -had, all eating together iota the 
camp fire, but no word fell from the chief’s lips as to 
where they were going. 

The next day forty miles were placed behind them, 
and the scouts knew that the chief had started upon 
a long journey. — | 

So it went on for day after day, from forty to fifty 
miles being made, the cattle being well cared for, 
with long noonday halts, until the chief of scouts 
bore toward the right, into a land that was unknown 
to lis followers. ® 

“We will leave Santa Fe well to our left,” bude 


‘Texas Jack to Wild Winfield one day. 


‘Yes, but why does not the chief give us a hint of 
where we are going ?’’ 

‘‘He will, in good time.”’ 

‘‘Oh, yes; but it is an important trail, I feel sure, 
and connected with his trip southward which he has 
just returned from.” 

‘‘Nodoubt it is; but the Government cattle corrals 
must be in this course.’’ | 

‘‘Ves, and I believe we are going after cattle; but 
to-morrow will tell, as the corrals and grazing 
grounds are on the headwaters of the San Juan, and 
that is the way we are pointed now, and we must 
reach there before two more camps. ”’ 

The same style of conversation and guesswork the 
other scouts indulged in, and still the chief said noth- 
ing as to their destination, aud all decided that it was 
to the corrals to drive back cattle. 

But that night, when they went into camp, Buffalo 
Bill said, after all had had supper: 


‘‘Pards, I have had nothing to say as to our mis- 
sion, as there was little to tell you. 


‘‘But, as we strike the Government corrals at noon 
to-morrow, I wish to say that we are to get there a 
large herd of cattle and a band of a hundred or more. 
horses. ’’ 

‘“Yes, we supposed that was what we were. going 
for, chief,’’ said Texas Jack. 

Buffalo Bill smiled, and replied: 


“General Carrol thought it best for me not to tell 
you my purpose until we neared the corrals, and 
then, if any of you wished to back out, you could 
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remain there, and I could find other men in your 
piaces; but I think I picked those men who will 
stand by me.”’ 

“Tust try us!’ cried Texas Jack, and the other 
men all cried out in the same vein. 

‘‘Now, though we-are going to get cattle and 
horses, we drive them south instead of north, and I 
tell you plainly that we are going to a pleasant valley 
I know of, where i am to turn ranchero, and you are 
to be my cattlemen. 

‘‘That I do this for other motives than posing as a 
ranchero, you may all be certain, and that there will 
be hot work ahead of us I feel very confident. 

‘‘Does any man wisli to remain at the corrals, or 
go with me to take from a people a cruel curse that 
rests upon them ?’’ 

The response to this question of Buffalo Bill was so 
earnest that he knew he had nothing to fear from any 
one of his riders. 
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CHAPTER III. 
THE HACIENDA. 


It was just one month from his leaving Silver 
Lake City on his nortlrward trail, after his strange 
adventure in the mysterious valley, that Buffalo Bill 
rode up to the little inn where he had before halted, 
and was greeted by the same Mexican landlord, 
whom he had not particularly fancied. 

Speaking English well, the landlord recognized 
the handsome scout, and said in a way that was 
meant to be hospitable, but which was full of cu- 
riosity: 

‘*Ah, senor, you again come this way—is your stay 
to be short, as before?” 

“On the contrary, Senor Riel, I am here to stay.’ 

a Ah, senor! you like the Silver Lake va 
then?”’ . 

‘‘Very much.”’ 

“You are a gambler, perhaps, senor, or you have 
no business ?”’ 

“Oh, no, Iam a ranchero, and have come to settle 
down the valley, near the lake.”’ 

‘‘You amaze me, senor, for there is no ranch to 
‘sell there’? 

‘There is one unoccupied, and may be for sale. 

‘‘T shall take possession of it, herd mv cattle in the 
surrounding country, and, when the owner appears, 
will pay him what is just. 

‘‘Now, tell me, Senor Riel,.if the padre is at home 


Oh, I see him there now,’’ and Buffalo Bill 
walked rapidly away to where a small, dark-faced 
ian was standing, dressed as a Mexican priest. 

‘“The Padre San: Juan I believe?’’ he asked, 
politely. 

“Ves, my son, but I know you not.”’ 

‘‘No; Iam au American, and once passing through 
this valley, decided to find a home here. 

‘*T called upon you, but you were away from home, 
and I have just arrived to settle here.’’ 

‘“How can I serve you, senor ?’’ 

‘“‘T have some miles away my cattle and horses, 
and ny destination is the old deserted hacienda down 
the valley on the lake. 

“‘T would ask you if you can place me in commun- 
ication with the owner ?”’ 


“T cannot, my son, for the one who fell heir to 
that truly accursed place is a stranger, and was never 
here. , 

‘Tt isa blot upon the valley, and will be a home 
of il] omen should you dwell there, which Heaven 
forbid.’ 

“TI thank you, Senor Padre, but my men and cat- 
tle ate, as I said, near, and to-morrow night I will 
take possession of the ill-omened place, as you call it, 
witlr the pledge to you to pay what is right for its 
use. 

‘““As we are all men, we need but little household 
furniture, and that I can buy at your stores here’ in 
Silver Lake City.’ 

‘*But, ury son, let me tell you that his whole val- 
ley is under a curse. 


‘A lovely abiding-place it is, as far as natural 
beauty, comforts and attractions go, but there is a 
secret fatality resting upon its people, a cruel curse as 
I have said, and if you reinain here, especially within 
that dreary hacienda with its record of death, you but 
become another upon whom suffering must fall.’’ 


“YT will take all chances, Senor Padre, and as the 
deserted hacienda is.to be my home, let me say that 
I will be happy to entertain you there whenever you 
pass that way.’’ 

“Thank you, senor, thank you, but only in case 
duty called ire would I cross the threshold of that 
house, for it is haunted by the cruelest of memories, 
if not worse. I wish you well, senor, but I have 
warned you—it was my duty.”’ 


Returning to the landlord of the little adobe tav- 
ern, Buffalo Bill told him that he wished to make 
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some purchases, and to get a wagon to take them to ‘“But,’’? he said, calmly, ‘‘make yourselves at 


the deserted hacienda. - 
“Vou will go thére, then; senor ?’’ 
“Oh, yes. 
“The Padre San Jud warned you ?”’ 
‘*VYes, as you did.’”’ 


‘*You do not heed warnings, then ?”’ 


‘Tain not superstitious, and so warnings of imag- 
inary evils have no dread for me; but, if warned of a 
teal danger, I heed, as I flatter myself that I am no 
fool.’’ 


' The landlord shook: his head, and then said he. 


would furnish the méans of transportation for what 
the senor cared to purchase, and he would take him 
to the best places at which to buy them. 


| ap 
The purchases were soon made, loaded in a wagon; 
‘and started upon the way for the hacienda, the scout, 


after having dinner at the tavern, starting on after 
the auen, for they were already well-on their way to 
the new hone of Buffalo Bil in the mysterious 
valley. 7 

The wagon was soon overtaken, and afterward the 
herd, aud Buffalo Bill said: 


“We now camp, pards, and to-morrow early we go 
into our hoime.”’ 

The night halt was made, an early start followed 
the next morning, and before noon the cattle were 
halted upon the rich meadowland on either side the 
lake, several scouts left to guard them, while the rest 
rode on after their chief, who had gone on ahead to 
the hacienda. 

“Tf that is not an owl’ 's roost, Dn mistaken,’ said 
one.”” ¢ 

‘And a coyote den,’ added another. 

“It may be worse.”’ 

*“How ?”” 


“Tt may be an outlaws’ retreat.’? 
“Or worse than that.”’ 

‘How can that be?’’ 

“The place may be haunted.’ 


Some laughed, some did not; 
and said nothing. 


others looked grave, 


The superstitions of a few had been aroused. 
* But into the walled-in ‘plaza rode the scouts, fol- 


‘lowed by the wagon, and there stood Buffalo Bill, 


but his left sleeve was stained with blood, his face 


‘had a bruise upon it, and he had the appearance of 
~one who had been in a terrible struggte. | 


home, boys, for I am master here.’? 
Telling Texas Jack where to halt the cattle and 


horses, to have a guard of several men over them, © 


and then come on with the others and the wagon and 
animals, : 

The chief of scouts had cantered on. alone to the 
hacienda. ! 

As he approached it he saw that all appeared there 
as he had left it a month before. 

To him it looked as though no one had visited the 
place, and he saw not even a skulking coyote. 


This put him on his guard, for he knew that when 
he had visited the place first many coyotes had run 
out, 
Now, having found none about, he at once con- 
cluded that some one had been there within the last 
few ininutes. 

So he was on his guard. 

Leaving his horse in the grounds, he entered the 
hacienda. 


It was a large structure, one story in height, built 


of adobe, and in the center was a square, tower-like 


structure, with a top that looked very much as though 
the whole space within the walls, several acres in 
area, could be swept by even revolvers in the hands 
of persons stationed there on the tower foof. In the 
rear was a lofty cliff. | 

It commanded, too, a wide range with rifles, and 
that it was intended for a stronghold there was no 
doubt in the scout’s mind. 


There were some thirty rooms in the building 
as the scout said: 

“Three or four will do for us, and the owls and 
bats can have the others.’’ 


out 


There was some furniture there, too, chairs and 
bedsteads, but of at else the place had been swept 
clean. 

Selecting the rooms that were to be their quarters, 
and being glad to see that the place within the walls 
would readily hold all their horses and cattle in an 
emergency when the entrance was repaired, Buffalo 
Bill was passing out through a long and dimly-lighted 
corridor, when he beheld before him what appeared 
to be two diamonds glittering in the half darkness. 


But he was not deceived, he had seen just such 
balls of fire often before in his eventful life, and lie 
was as quick as a flash in dropping lis hand upon a 
weapon in his belt. 
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It was his knife, and he had just time to draw it 
and raise the point, when, with a savage growl there 
sprang upon him a huge mountain lion. _ 

The weight of the animal, the blow of the body, 
and being unable to fully prepare for the shock, 
hurled Buffalo Bill backward, and he fel! against the 
rough wall with considerable force, bruising his face 
badly, while he also felt the teeth of the mad animal 
buried in his arm. 

But he had gotten his knife on guard, and the 
long, sharp blade had cut into the heart of the lion, 
the force of the spring driving it to the hilt. 

Half dazed by the fall against the wall and the 
blow of the huge body against him, Buffalo BiJl yet 
recognized that he must cut, and once more he drove 
his knife deep into the shaggy hide. 

But to his joy he recognized that there was no 
need of his doing more, for the auimal upon him was 
a dead weight, the first’ knife thrust had entered his 
heart, and the teeth that had been driven into the 
‘scout’s arm had not been closed upon it, for the 
niountain lion had sprung to a quick and sudden 
‘death, the keen blade catching, by an accident, just 
in-the right spot to kill. 

Throwing off the weight, Buffalo Bill arose to his 
feet, | 

Was it from the concussion that he had received 
that made strange figures appear before his eyes, or 
did he really behold a ghostly form, clad in white, at 
the end of the long, dark corridor, one arm pointing 
straight outward, the other down at the ground, 

‘‘T’ll tackle you, too, for ghosts are more to my 
liking. than lions,’’ said Buffalo Bill, 
grimly, and he rubbed his eyes to see that they were 
not deceiving 


mountain 


him, and, drawing his revolver now 
he rushed forward to grapple with this new foe, 

But then, as he felt that it was no vision of thie 
brain, but in reality a ghostly-looking form, not fifty 
feet from him, he halted and called out in a voice 
that echoed through the corridor: | 

“Hands up, there, or Dll fire and kill you!”’ 

But the order was not obeyed, the,form still stand- 
ing mute and motionless, and pointing as before. 

Instantly came a red flash from tie scout’s. revolver, 


sand a sharp report rang through the hacienda. 


CHAPTER IV. 
HAUNTED. 


Buffalo Bill at once moved rapidly toward the spot 
where he had seen the white form. 

Twice he fired his revolver as he approached to 
light up the scene. 

But he saw nothing. 

The rear of the corridor had no egress, only a win- 
dow some eight feet from the floor. 

Upon either side were doors, full a dozen feet from 
the end of the corridor, but one of these was closed 
too securely to open and the other was the one he had 
entered the jong hail from and led into the rooms he 
had selected for himself and comrades to dwell in. 

Not a particle of superstition had the scout, but 
here was a mystery he could hot solve. 

How had the mountain lion got into that corri- 
dor? Ee | 

He had not entered by the door that he had, for 
that was closed and locked on the other side. 

He could not have come through the window, even 
had he been able to leap that high, for it was closed. 

The other door was locked or bound .on the other 
side, but to have come through that way it could 
only have been done with the aid of a human being. 

All the doors save the one the scout had entered 
by, were closed. 

How, then, could the mountain lion have got 
into the corridor without human help, and who was 
the white-robed form at whom he fired ? 

Lighting match after match, Buffalo Bill looked 
about him. 


He could discover sobbing to show how the lion 


and the white forin had entered. 

There lay the lion dead. 

The spectral visitant was goue. 

And yet he had aimed to kill, and he knew that 
he was not one to niiss. 

Going out of the door through which he had 
entered, the scout closed it behind him, and, leaving 
the building, walked out into the bright sunlight. 

His sleeve was wet with blood, and he was eee 
weak and a little shaky. 

But just as he was going to the brook to bathe his 
wounds, Texas Jack, Wild Winfield and eight of the 
nen came at a canter into the plaza, as has been told. 

They were startled at the appearance of their chief, 
but marveled when he told them so coolly to make 
themselves at home; that he was the master there, 


| 
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They saw that there had been a death struggle, 
and he did not keep thein waiting long to know what 
it was. 

“T have hada fight with a mountain lion I found 
in the hacienda, Jack, and killed him, fortunately, 
before he did ine much harin. 

““Get my medicine case from my saddle, and you, 
Stevens, see just how badly he bit my arm, for you 
are the surgeon of the outfit.” 

_ “Ves, chief,’’ answered Stevens, who had gone to 
Texas to practice medicine, but had become infatuated 


with scouting and devoted himself to wild life 
instead. : 
The chief’s wounds were soon shown, and the 


marks of the teeth of the animal were seen below and 


above. 

“It is not nearly as bad as I would expect from the 
teeth of a mountain vd said Stevens, whom his 
comrades called ‘‘ Doc.’ 

‘“‘He must have been a small one,’’ said Wild 
Winfield. 

‘‘No, he was large enough. 

“T have him in the hacienda; but I saw the glitter 
of his eves as he sprang, and just had time to get my 
knife ready, and he did the rest, for he drove it right 
into his heart. 

‘‘Fe was dead when he fell on top of me. 


‘But that is not all [found inthe hacienda, boys.”’ 


*‘T see that your face is bruised and head CEA" 
Doc Stevens said. 

‘That was done when I fell against the wall with 
the lion on top of me. 

“Then I saw what I at first believed was conjured 
up by my half-dazed brain; but I fired at it, yet got 
ng gaine.’’ 

‘What was it, chief?” 

‘fA ghost.”’ 


Some of the men looked startled at this announce- 


ment, while others laughed. 


‘Well, boys, I saw-a human form, clad in white, 
and, as it did not obey my order to hands up, I fired. 
But I could find nothing when I-looked for the dead 
body.”? 


The words.of the chief ereated an Scumceiaet for 


all knew that he was not in a joking humor. 


‘The truth is, pards,’’ the chief of scouts went on 
to say, ‘‘we are not wanted in this valley, and I will 


tell you why. 


‘‘T had no idea that there was such a settlement as 


this in this valley, and I wish to know if you had 
ever heard of it?”’ 

‘‘T have been through here, before, ten years ago, 
and it surprised me then, chief, but I have met no 
one else who knew that there was a settlement here. . 

‘“Then its people were Mexicans, Indians, negroes, 
and a few Ainericans.’’ 

The one who spoke was Lone Star Sam, a hand- 
some, dashing fellow, reserved, courteous, and whom 
his comrades regarded as a man with a past that had 
left its impress upon him, for he never spoke of the 
bygone. 

‘What did you find out about it, Sam ?’’ 

' “Very little, sir.” 

‘‘What brought you here?”’ 

‘*T was in search of one I was anxious to find, and, 
hearing of this settlement from a Mexican officer, I 
caine here to see if my ian was here.’’ 

‘“Was he??? 

‘“He was not.” 

‘*Did you stay long at that time?’’ 

‘‘A bout a month, chief.”’ 7 


‘Well, I found this by accident, on my last trail 
south, when on my return, and I wish to tell you 
about the strange valley and its mysterious people. 

‘Thanks, doc, you have made me feel all right, 
and certainly you are a good surgeon.”’ 

‘Then Buffalo Bill told his story, as he had to Gen- 
eral Carrol, and let the scouts understand what dis- 
covery he had made, and what Senor Otega, the 
ranchero down the valley, had made known to hiin, 


_though he did not say where he had got the in- 


formation. 

Continuing, he said: 

“‘Now, ‘boys, we are here to find out where these 
secret outlaws are. 

‘They are doubtless leagued for gold alone, but 
revenge may play a part in their actions also. 

‘That they have a retreat is assured by their keep- 
ing their captives as hostages. 

‘‘Where this retreat is we must find out. 


‘Who they are we must know, and when we have 
set our trap we must spring it in a way that will leave 
escape for none. — 


‘CA dozen there may be, perhaps more, to work 
so well and successfully. 

‘The landlord—Riel is his name—I do not trust, 
so beware of him; yes, and every one else, even the 
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Padre San Juan in,Silver Lake, as he, too, may be a 
wolf in the garb or ~ sheep, though I think not. 

“Trust no one, bat keep your eyes and ears open, 
and be prepared at any time to fight for your lives. 

‘Tam, remember, an American ranchero, and you 
are my cattlemen. | 

‘“We ate here to stay, you can tell the inquisitive, 
and secretly we are here to ferret out the mysteries 
of this valley. 

‘““The curse that rests upon it isa mystery, the 
secret baud of robbers and. kidnappers is another, my 
having met that Mexican officer. and maiden isa 
third, while the masked man and his four unmasked 
followers is a fourth inystery. Then there is this 
deserted and haunted hacienda, and let me warn you 
that it has begun its underhand work already, for 
human hands Jed that mountain lion in where I found 
him, and the’white-robed form I fired at was no ap- 
parition, and you are all too sensible for a moment to 
believe that such a thing could be. 

«Now come up and see our quarters, and- get the 
packs off.the mules and unload the wagons, for I wish 
to get lanterns, and, first of all, make a thorough 
search of the old place. 

‘Where are the two wagon drivers ?”’ 

‘Back with the men I left with the herd, for noth- 
ing would induce them to come any nearer to this 
hacienda, so one of the boys brought the wagon on, 
and when it is unloaded, will drive it back and let 
them skip, for they wish to be well on their way be- 
fore night overtakes them, and swear they would not 
have coine a step had the landlord told them where 
they were to take their load.”’ | 

Buffalo Bill laughed at the fears of the two Mexi- 
cans who had come with the wagou, and Texas Jack 
went on to say: 

‘‘And, chief, those! two fellows ‘gowad that there 
was not a mgn in the valley you could get to come to 
this hacienda, day. or niglit.”’ 

‘fAll right. We don’t waut any to come. 

‘*But we are men, and here we reinain until I ac- 
complish what I came for.’’ 


wees ae 


CHAPTER V, 
THE SEARCH OF THE RUIN. 


The corridor of the hacienda was first entered 
through the wing the chief of scouts had selected for 
occupation, and it was seen that all save the door 


THE BUFFALO BILL STORIES. 


through which he had made his entrance and exit 


was securely fastened. 


Whoever it had been the chief had fired at, could 
only have entered by that single door; as far as could 


be seen. : 

There lay the dead mountain lion, the scout’s 
knife wounds in heart and back, and he proved to be 
of enormous size, and all saw that it had been most 
fortunate for the chief that he had caught him on 
lis knife point just as he did, 

The rear window was opened then, and shicded 
that it had been.closed for a long time. 

So did- the wide front doors, whiclr filled almost 
the other end of the corridor. 

But the other doors, save that one through which 
Buffalo Bil! had entered, showed plainly that they 
had not been opened for a long while. 


That door the’ chief himself had opened from 
within the wing, and yet the lion had been found in 
the corridor, as also had the white appannen,: wat 
ever it was. 

“Well, if a mountain lion could get in liere, a 
ghost ought to. 

‘“The lion was certainly not a spectre brute, as’ I 
have proof of,’’ said the chief, with a grim smile, — 

That was what puzzled the scouts, and Buffalo Bill 
said: 

“Those of you who are supetstitious, remember, 
please, that the mountain lion was here, and only 
humafi hands could bring him here, and so the pre- 
tended ghost can be accounted for in the same way, 
only the trick is too deep and well eavares up for us 
to account for just now. a 
» ‘We will now look over the rest of the puiidine.” oe 


And they did so, going into each wing, the chapel, 
and the basement in the solid rock beneath it, the 
second story, and up to the tower. 


This done, and nothing found more than that it 
had been the hautt of owls and bats, for many were 
put to flight, the party blew out their lanterns and 
returned to the wing where their comrades had been 
hard at work. ; 

With water from the stream, aud brooms, they had 
cleaned up the rooms well, a fire was built in the 
large open chimney, the tables got out, chairs set 
around, the cooking utensils put in the fireplace, the 
bedding placed in the: sleeping-roois, and in little 
more than three hours the hacienda, in that wing at 
least, presented a very comfortable appearance. 
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Then the wagon was returned to the two waiting 
Mexicans, and the broken down plaza entrance was 
repaired, as it was decided best, for a few nights at 
least, to drive the. horses and cattle into the walled 
grounds about the hac:: ‘a, so that they would be- 
gin to understand that it was home. 

Just .before sunset the stock was driven up, and 

the gateway having been finished, so as to inake it 
stroug again, it was closed for the night, aud the 
scouts went to get supper. 
. Two guards were appointed for the night, one in 
the hacienda, one at the entrance to the grounds, and 
Bufialo Bill selected men whoin he knew were not of 
a superstitious turn of mind, remarking to Texas 
Jack: 

‘Tf we put on a man who was looking for ghosts, 
this is the very place to find them, and he would be 
alarming us constantly with challenges of appari- 
tions, so I just put on men who have no fear of the 
dead.”? 

‘You are tight, for though there is not a man in 
the band who would not fight big odds if he knew 
he was facing meni, several of the boys would skip at 
the sight of anything in this ruin they fig, not under- 
stand. 

““T am sorry that you told them the ghost story.”’ 

‘No, it was best, for if this hacienda is the haunt 
of outlaws, as I believe it has been, it will be by 
springing the supernatural upon us, that they will 
endeavor to frighten us away.”’ | 


“Yes, that is so, and from that standpoint it was 
best; but the cleverness of that apparition act shows 
that they have some means of getting in and out that 
we are not onto yet, chief.” 

; ‘Well, it won’t be long before we are, if the men 
are not stamipeded by a supposed ghost,’’ was Buffalo 
Bill’s answer. 

Superstition inculeated into our lives in earlier 


years, gains a hold that is not easily shaken off, and 


a few years ago those who were not superstitious 
were the exception. 


In the band of braves, for such all of them were, 
congregated in the hacienda that night, about half of 
them had a superstitious dread of the old deserted 
mission ranch. 

Buffalo Bill saw just how these inen felt, and he 
read the face of those who had no dread. 


So he said, as all were seated in the ranch waiting 
to retire: 


‘‘Remeniber, pards, I believe that efforts will be 
niade to drive us out of here to-night. 

.‘‘Not by direct force, for, with our numbers and 
the men I know I have with me. ; 

‘But this hacienda is very old. Strange deeds 
have been done here, crimes committed, and isost 
niysterious happenings have occurred. 

‘‘Now, there is no such thing, as all of you know, 
as spooks and ghosts, for the dead never come back 
to earth in spirit form. 

‘But, relying upon the fears of many that believe 
in spooks, wicked imen play the ghost act to frighten 
all away from this place for a purpose of their own. 


‘“My idea is that this place has been the abode of 
outlaws, and our coming here.thwarts their game to 
keep hidden. 

‘fAs they dare not attack us one they will play 
the spectre game and try and stampede us. 


‘But that will not go with you, and as an extra 
precaution to-night I will keep four men on duty 
instead of two. 

“Two of you can be together; a couple in the 
hacienda, the others about the grounds. 


“But, remember, neither of the guards must move 
into the domains of the others, for my orders are to 
shoot everything on two legs you see prowling about, 
be it ghost or man. | 

‘“‘Now, Jack, you go on duty with three men -until 
midnight, and I will relieve you then with three 
inore.’’ | 

This plain talk quieted the dread of those who had 
been feeling anxious as to what might happen, and 
Texas Jack went on duty with three men whom he 
called to follow him, being careful to select two of 
the three whom he knew had an uncanny fear of the 


place. 


One of them he left on guard at the hacienda 
with a comrade who had no fear of ghosts, and the 
other he took out in the grounds with him, though 
showing no sign that he suspected either. 


The horses were huddled together in one corner of ~ 


the walled-in plaza, and the cattle were in another, 
all quiet and apparently wondering why they were 
penned up. 

As the guards left the hacienda the others turned 
in for the night, and were soon fast asleep, Buffalo 
Bill setting the good example by dropping off instantly 
into a deep slumber. 

Soon after the guards had gone on duty, the 
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horses began to grow uneasy, just why Texas Jack 
could not understand. 

As they still continued their restlessness, he told 
the man who was with him to stand guard at the 
gateway while he went among the restive animals. 

But the man preferred to go with him, and he’said 
no more. 

The two quieted the horses, to find that the cattle 
also were getting restive, and, cowboy fashion, Texas 
Jack began to sing to them, for, as he muttered to 
himself : 

‘If they stampeded they may break out, and about 
half the nags will go with them.”’ 

The cattle also became quieted under the weird 
chanting of the Texan, and then the horses once 
more became restive. 

‘‘Say, Pinto Paul, you stay about the ean while I 
soothe the split-hoofs with the melody of my voice, 
which can lull them to rest;’’ said the Texan, in a 
light vein. 

‘*Jack, give me an order to tackle the shake of that 
mountain lion the chief killed, or to brace up against 
a couple of outlaws, and I’ll do it, but just here let 
me remark that I follow close on your trail this 
night, and I’ll sing with you to the cattle, or I’ll 
prowl with you about among the horses, but don’t 
you expect me to rer a lone hand, for I don’t intend 
to do it.”’ 

“*VYou are surely not giavea Pinto Paul ?”’ 

‘*Yes, I am scared, for I don’t like watching for 
spooks; I’m badly scared, and don’t you forget it, 
Pard Jack, 

‘‘Now, these horses see what we don’t see, and so 
do the cattle. , 

‘I tell you that this is no place for living men 
when the dead are prowling about.’’ 

Texas Jack saw that Pinto Paul was in deadly 
earnest, and he said no.inore, merely remarking: 

‘Well, Paul, if you think I am a foil to the ghosts 
we'll stay together, and we’ll keep by the gate, so 
as to head the cattle if they make a break for it, and 
' Pll keep up my song.”’ 


CHAPTER VI. 
THE FIRST NIGHT. 


The plaintive song of the Texan did have a sooth- 
ing effect upon both cattle and horses. * 
*Ttis well known that the cowboys. sing to, their cattle at 
ighi, aud it does luil them to quiet.—EDp. 
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Thus the time passed away out in the grounds, 
while in the hacienda-when all became quiet it seems 
that the spooks began to get in their work also, 

The first the guards heard was a low, moaning 
sound, 

It sounded like a man in suffering, but just where 
it caine from the two guards could not tell. 

The superstitious one of the two was for rousing 
the men at once, but his comrade said: 

‘‘What for? We see no one, and it is merelya 


trick to frighten us, for the chief is Bene this is an 
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outlaws’ haunt.’’ - 


When there joined in with the moaning the sound 
of a woman weeping, Mustang Frank began to show 
real fright, but Lone Star Sam calmed him, aud the 
two listened to the strange sounds. As though a 
man’s moaning and woman’s weeping were not 
enough, there joined as a treble the sound of a child 
crying like one in pain. 

‘‘My God, Lone Star, let us arouse the chief,’’ 

‘‘No, Frank, it is nearly midnight, and he’ll be on 
hand then. 

‘*Besides, we cannot shoot, mind, 

‘“This place is haunted by men whose interest it is 
to frighten,us yee but.we won’t scare a little bit, 
Frank.”’ 

“Speak for yourself, pard, for I’m about scared 
silly this blessed ininute.’’ 

Lone Star Sain laughed, and then said: 

"Listen ! 

‘IT thought we would have more of it, for hear 


' that. dog join in the quartet, only I don’t like tie 


music—ah! here comes the chief.”’ 


Buffalo Bill just then came out into the corridor, 
Mustang Frank starting as the door opened. 

‘‘Well, pards, we are having a serenade, I hear, 

“But it is time for you to turn in, just twelve, and 
I’ll watch here, while Haskell ‘stands by the outer 
door; but remain on duty until I return fromm seeing 
Texas Jack.’’ 

‘‘Do you mean any one can sleep, chief, with this 
going on?’ 

‘‘Ves, Frank. We were not born in the woods to 
be scared by an owl,’’ was the answer, and Buffalo 
Bill left the corridor and met Wild Winfield, and the 
other two men who were to go on guard. 

They were Haskell and Broncho Rawlings, and 
both of them were very nervous, for they had heard 
the weird sounds echoing through the hacienda, 
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Winfield, you and the others come with me to 
where ‘Texas Jack and Pinto Paul are on duty, and 
we will see if they have been disturbed by these out- 
laws playing ghosts.” 

On they walked and found ‘Texas Jack having as 
much trouble to soothe Pinto Paul as he had to keep 


the cattle quiet. 


‘Anything wroug, Jack?’ 

‘The cattle and horses, too, are very restless, and 
Paul thinks ghosts are about, but we have seen noth- 
ing, though we Have heard the howling of a dog and 
hooting of an owl.”? 

‘Well, Jack, I will relieve you and Pinto Paul, 
and Broncho Rawlings will stand guard over the cat- 
tle while I take the gate. 

“Vou, Winfield, return to the pecienits and relieve 
Lone Star, taking Haskell with you.’ 

This was,done, Broncho Rawlings taking his stand 
among the cattle, and at once beginning to sing as 
Texas Jack and Pinto, Pau] had done, for they were, 
indeed, restless. . 

Wild Winfield and Haskell .returned to the 
hacienda, accompanied by Texas Jack and Pinto 
Paul, who muttered: 

““T suppose it-will be out of the frying pan into the 
fire in the old ghost nest.”’ 

The men were all awake now, yet not up. 

But fexas Jack showed no dread, simply remark- 
ing that a ghost would be made of those in reality 
who were playing the spook act, and he turned in. 

Pinto Paul, meanwhile, stirred up the fire for light, 
not heat, and sat by it, merely remarking: 

“Now, I’m not sleepy a little bit, pards.’’- 


Wild Winfield meanwhile had placed Haskell on 


guard at the outer door of the hacienda, while he 
went in to relieve Lone Star and Frank. 


These caine into the large sleeping-room, and 
while Lone Star calmly went to bed, Mustang Frank 
joined Pinto Paul at the fire, remarking: 


“Ym with you, pard, for I always was scared of a 
danger I couldn’t see.”’ 

‘*Me, too. *? 

‘This old rookery is a graveyard from wayback, 
and, you bet, ghosts are on the prowl this night, for 
they’ve invited no company, and don’t keep a hotel 
for mien in the flesh, such as we are. 


“Just listen to that music, will you?’ and the 
weird sounds rang through the hacienda. 


rr 


suey Bualo Dill had. gone into the corridor he 
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had intended to relieve Lone Star and Mustang 
Frank himself, for the sounds were dismal enough, 
echoing through the old hacienda. 

But when he visited the spot where Texas Jack 
was on guard he thought that the entrance to the. 
rauch was the best place for him, after he had heard 
the Texan’s report. 

He knew if the cattle and horses were restless some 
one was causing them to be so by prowling about 
ainong them, and in some way exciting them. | 

If that ‘‘some one’’ could only stampede the whole 
lot, causing them to break through the gateway, 
then he and his scouts would be in a bad way indeed. 

It was true that the gateway had been repaired, » 
but not as well as was intended, for timber would 
have to be cut and hauled there to make it secure, ~ 
and arush of steers would break down the barrier 
that was there. 

That any other demonstration would be made in 
the hacienda than the weird sounds already heard, 
Buffalo Bill did not believe, so he decided that he 
would keep his stand at the gate and let Rawlings 
guard the cattle, singing to them to quiet them, 

The moment the others had walked away, Buffalo 
Bill had quickly crouched down in the shadow of 
the wall, just at the entrance. | 

He heard to sound save the impatient tramping 
of the horses, the singing of Broncho Rawlings, and 
an anxious lowing of a friglitened steer. 

An hour passed, and the chief of scouts muttered: 

“It’s time, now, for graveyards to yawn, if ever.”’ 

He had hardly uttered the words when he saw that 
the horses were becoming more restless. 

He would not call to them, but kept quiet. 

A moment after his keen eyas detected a white 
object running along the wall. 

It came from the corner where the horses were. 

Keeping his position, Buffalo Bill watched the 
white object as he could distinctly see it. 

‘The song of Broncho Rawlings was still kept up, 
and the cattle, too, became restive in spite of the 
lulling notes of the melody, for the singing scout had 
a most melodious voice. 

‘““Broncho soothes them, but if I attempted to sing 
to them I’d stampede the whole outfit, yes, scouts . 
and all,’’? said Buffalo Bill, with a full realization 
that music was not one of his accomplishments. 

The chief of scouts was upon the opposite side, 


: 
eet trp eer it nee eee 
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crouching in the chadéw of the inassive e adobe column 
on either side of the entrance. 

The white figure came straight toward him, and 
had Pinto Paul been where Buffalo Bill was, he 
would have stampeded with alacrity. 

The white figure did not seem to be able to see 
well, for the scout had not been discovered yet. 

Halting at the entrance, ‘not twenty feet from 
Buffalo Bill, the ‘ghost’ showed what its intention 
was. | , 

It intended to break down the barrier, and thus 
leave an open way for the cattle to stampede. 

- But the entrance had been better closed than the 
midnight prowler in white thought, as it had some 
difficulty in its attempt. : 

But just then there came from the hacienda, rising 
far above the singing of Broncho Rawlings and all 
other sounds, wild and piercing shrieks. 

The ghost seemed determined to break down the 
barrier as he heard the sound, but was suddenly 
startled by the stern command: ; 

‘“Hands up, there, or I'll fire!’ 

A cry broke from the white-robed form, and, with 
a bound, he was off, when sharp, loud and deadly 
came the report of a revolver. 

Just as Buffalo Bill pulled the trigger it seemed as 
though the white form fell heavily, and then Buffalo 
. Bill’s voice was heard: 

‘“Turn out, all, to quiet the cattle.”’ 


CHAPTER VII. 
A DEAD GHOST. 


Out of the hacienda came ‘Texas Jack and the 
others, while, springing before the entrance, Buffalo 
Bill called out, soothingly to the cattle, who began 
to crowd there, the other scouts doing the same as 
they came out. 

There was a moment of suspense, but then the 
herd calmed down, as all the scouts, thoroughly 
trained cattlemen,: began to sing to them. 

Then Texas Jack went to the aid of Buffalo Bill, 
calling out as he advanced: 

‘Wild Wintield stands guard with several men in 
the hacienda, and I came to see who fired that shot, 
clief,”’ 

‘‘I did. There is a dead ghost lying yonder, and I 
hope it will end this superstitious dread of the 
scouts,’’ was Buffalo Bill’s reply, 


rt 
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Texas Jack, seeing that the cattle were being 
quieted by the scouts, walked toward the white ob- 
ject lying thirty feet away, at the foot of the high 
adobe wall. | 

‘Well, Jack, it’s a flesh ghost, isn’t it?’ called out 
Buffalo Bill, as he saw his pard bend over it. 

‘It is, sir, and I'll call several of the men te guard! 
the gate while we carry it up to the hacienda to have 
a look at it.”’ 

‘*Do so.”?’ 

Several men at once came at the call, among them 
Pinto Paul. | 

‘“There’s the ghost, Pinto Paul; at least, he is 
more ghost now than he was a short while ago,’’ said 
Texas Jack. 

' “What is it?” he asked, in an awed way. . 

‘‘A dead man.”’ 

‘Who killed him?’ 

“The chief,’ 

‘“That was your shot, sir?”? 

"Nes, Pinto?’ 

‘You fired at a man?”? 

‘No, at a ghost.’ . 

‘What is it?” | 

‘fA dead man, now, who was playing ghost a while’ 
since, 

‘He did not know that I was on duty at the gate 
there, for he heard Broncho Rawlings singing, ang 
supposed he was alone on watch. 

‘fAs the ghost was trying to take down the barrier, 
to let the cattle out, I held him up, but, as he did. 
not heed, I fired on him. | 

“‘T did not fire to kill, but to wing him, but just 
as I pulled trigger he fell into a hole I remember is) 
there, and caught the bullet in a vital spot. 

“But it shows that spirits can be killed, Pinto.” 


The scout made no reply, for he was beginning to” 
see that if the hacienda was haunted it must be by 
flesh and blood of ghostly forms. 


“Pll give you a hand, Jack,’’ said Buffalo Bill. 


But the Texan dragged the white form out of the 
gulley into which he had fallen, and shouldered it 
without an effort. 

As he moved off toward the hacienda Buffalo Bill 
joined him, calling out to the scouts to keep the cat- 
tle quiet, giile he went. to investigate the ghost in 
the glare of the light. 


Arriving at the hacienda, T’exas Jack deposited his 


‘ load before the fire, and lighted a couple of lanterns, | 


5 
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while Buffalo Bill walked to the corridor where _ 
Winfield was on guard. 

=“ Well, Winfield, how goes it?’’ 

‘All quiet, néw, sir; but that shrieking was a 
blood curdler, even to me, and I feared it would 
stampede some of the boys along with the-cattle.”’ 

‘‘No, we headed them off. But keep your ears 
open for the slightest sounds, now, though I do not 
believe we will have any more disturbances. ‘The 
ghost is laid, I think,’’? and Buffalo Bill returned to 
the large room. 

The fire had been brightened up, and, with the 
light of several lanterns, the rooim was very light. 

Texas Jack had laid the forin upon the floor before 
the fire, and, with a couple of the men who had come 
in, was standing looking at it. 

It was clad in a white garment, made to resemble 
a shroud, and’ the head was also wrapped around, 
though two holes had been made for the eyes to peer 


' through. 


On each gide, near the belt, there were two slits, 
through which the arms could be thrust. 


The white covering was taken from the forin by 
Buffalo Bill and Texas Jack, and a dark, foreign face 
was exposed. 

‘Sit is a Mexican,’’ said Texas Jack. v 


“Yes, and he came to kill, if need be,’’ and 
Buffalo Bill pointed to the belt of arms the man 
wore. | 

He was attired half in Mexican, 
garb, and his face was an evil one. 


half in frontier 


Also, about his waist was a buckskin belt that con- 
tained several hundred dollars in gold. 

“Well, Jack, we need not report the killing of this 
man, at least just yet. 

‘We will wait and see if we hear of it, and, 
the man who makes it known we will spot. 


if so, 


‘‘T trust, now, the boys will not fear ghosts any 
more.”’ 
‘‘T hope not, chief.”’ 


‘Send each one of them here to have a look tor 
himself, and they will know that I was right when I 
said an. effort would be made to scare us away from 
here. 

‘*As we did not scare,*they will try some other 
plan to get rid of us; but, one thing is certain, that 
these men have some way of entering and leaving the 
hacienda we do not know of, but must find out. 
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“You see there'is not a sound, jow, for they know 
that one of their spirits has come‘to grief.’’ 


‘Texas. Jack went out after the men, and they all 
took a look at the ‘‘ghost,’’? made their comments, 
saw where the bullet of the chief had struck him in 
the head, and then the body was put in a vacant 
room, a guard placed in the grounds, at the gate, 
and the rest of the scouts returned to their blankets, 
Pinto Paul remarking: 


‘Well, I take no imore stock in ghosts, though I 
don’t just love this old owl’s nest.”’ 


The night passed away without much sleep for a 
few of the scouts. | . 

‘There was not another sound heard in the hacienda, 
and the horses and cattle quieted down. 


This proved to the men that they had been fright- 
ened by the white-robed form going about among 
them. , 

The body of the dead Mexican was buried by some 
of the scouts, off to itself in the walled enclosure, 
while the others prepared breakfast and put things 
to rights. 

After the meal was over Wild Winfield and six of 
the scouts took the cattle to graze, while Texas Jack — 
aud the others started pon a thorough search of the 
old mission ranch, 


They were anxious to find out just where their 
disturbers of the night before had hidden, or, if con- 
cealed in the place, how they had got into it, and 
made their exit. 


Having posted men here and there on the watch, 
one in the tower, one upstairs, one in the grounds, 
aud seen the others start in the search, Buffalo Bill 
put on his best rig and rode away, his men wonder- 
ing where, and why he had dressed up. 


He rode his best horse, carried a rifle slung to his 
saddle, and seemed prepared to meet friend or foe. 


That he carried no provisions along, after saying 
that he would* not return until night, was also a 
surprise to the scouts, who knew that their chief was 
not one to miss a meal except on compulsion. 


Down thie valley rode the scout, and, following the 
lake shore its length, he turned, after going half a 
score miles, into a trail leading to the left toward the 
mountain tange on the eastward. 


Up among the foothills’ he saw a fine hacienda 
which he knew was the place where he had spent the 
night in passing through the valley a month before. 
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Toward this he 
talk with Senor Otega. 

The senor it was who had told him of the secret 
band of robbers in the valley, of the curse that rested 
upon the people, and this had influenced him in com- 
ing there to solve the mystery, to hunt down the 
outlaws. | 


—_—_ —— ——s 


CHAPTER VIII 
BUFFALO BILL ON SECRET WORK, 


Buffalo Bill did not care to trust even Senor Otega 
with any secrets, for he knew not who he could place 
confidence in; but, having now come to the valley, 
being on the Bib he might find out from the senor 
some information that miglit be of value to him. 

He wished tosee just who the maiden he had res- 
cued was, who the band of outiaws might be, when 
Senor Otego had said that not one of the secret foes 
of the people in the valley had ever been seen. 

Then who was the officer in the Mexican uniform, 
and why was he in the valley thus attired, why the 
victiin of these men? . 

It was to get at the bottom facts, as well as he 
could, that Buffalo Bill had started “Epon his visit to 
Senge Otega. 

As he neared the ranch he saw the cattle and 
horses feeding uear, the cowboys, five in number, 
guarding them and gazing curiously at him, and to 
these he nodded as he rode near and said, pleasantly : 

‘‘Good-morning, pards.”’ 

They returned his salute in silence, and were evi- 
dently surprised at seeing a stranger. 

Going on up to the hacienda he saw Senor Otega 
just about to mount his horse, but discovering him, 
he turned toward him and said: 

“Why, senor, you a our valley again? 
welcome, I assure you.’ : 

Buffalo Bill ee to the questions, bee then 
said: : 


You are 


But my coming prevents. you from going ona 
ride, | fear?” | 

‘No, for I can go another time, as there is no 
great hurry. I was merely intending to ride over to 
see the stranger who had taken possession of the old 
mission ranch and urge that he give up such a 
thought, for I deem it my duty to advise him.”’ 

‘Thanks, senor, Do you know who he is?’’ 

‘An American of wealth, I believe, who came here 
with his people, cattle, horses and all.”? 
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fended his way, for he wished to 


is but to go to your doom.’’ 4 


‘‘Permit me to say, senor, that I ain the one.’’ 4 
‘You, Senor Cody ?” 





‘‘Yes, I took possession yesterday. ’’ aa 
‘*You surprise me.”’ : me 
“And at is a surprise to me that you should know acl 


it so soon,’ = s 

‘**T learned it last night from iny men. But, senor, 
I am the more distressed, now, as I learn you are the |] 
man, for I like you, and to go to that terrible place ‘‘ 


‘“Not so bad as that, I hope, Senor Otega. he 

‘The fact is, I fell in love with your beautiful 
valley, aud, anxious to find a home, I decided to set- 
tle here; and the old hacienda was the only place I fw 
could get. . 

“So I came here from the northward, bringing my n 
cattle, horses, outfit and cowboys with me, and I jer 
assure you we sliall be most comfortable. | 

‘You see I took an early opportunity to call upon 
you.”’ 

But Senor Otega seemed to be lost in thought 
and said, in an absent-minded way: 


‘Come in, come in! Why did you come to this t 


valley, senor?”’ ! 
‘To settle here, at least for a while.”’ ne 
‘‘You have your people with you ?”’ _ 
(Ves )? ne 
‘‘A wife and children?” 5a 
“*Ohy ne;’’ ae 


‘Thank God! 


**Ves, all of them, and real men, 


Those with you are men ?”’ 
too.” ta 
“Tam glad. But why did you seek a home be- 
neath that doomed roof ?’’ 

‘Do you remember telling me the curse that rested 
upon this valley ?”’ r 

‘Ves, oh, ves.”’ 

‘‘You told me that your daughter had been taken 
from you by an unseen foe.”’ i 

(Vas. ) 

**Has, she been restored to you ?”’ 

‘‘Alas, no!?’. 

‘She is still a prisoner ?”’ 

‘Ves, And, senor, only yesterday I paid the tax 
of one thousand pesos put upon me.’’ 

“It is an outrage.’? 

“Tt is the seventh I have paid, senor, and I believe 
there are to be five more, if not still more, before she 
is returned to us.’? 

‘‘And other fanilies pay this sae tax?” 


. ~~ ~< I ane 
aa —_ —s 


“i” 


%~ ye 


“Ves, senor.’? 
‘It is infamous. ”? 
“But they do‘not all pay tlhe same suin, senor, for 
le tax gatherer knows well the circumstances of 
ch of his victims, and collects accordingly. 

‘He does not put upon any one a sum that cannot 
paid, for when I pay a thousand, a poor man pays 
hundred, and one pays five thousand pesos, senor. ”? 
“Who is that?’ : 
“A young girl, the Senorita Suelo Sada, known as 
1e Fair Hermit.”’ 

“Ah! who did you say she was?”’ 
“One left a large fortune by a kinsman, who 
wited the ranch where she lives, and she came here 
dwell, but receives no visitors, has no friendships, 
ud lives such a life of utter seclusion we call her 
ere in the valley the hermitess, the beautiful recluse, 
nd other such names.’’ 

‘Who of her family are with her?” 
“Not one ?”? 
**Does she dwell all alone ?’’ 
‘fAll alone, senor, save her servants and cattlemen, 
f whom there are quite a number, but they, too, 
old themselves aloof from all others, and the stock 
neu ate known as the hermit cowboys.”’ 















‘“Then how can these secret tax gatherers, as we 
ay call them, make»a demand upon the Senorita 
ada for so large a suin, as they cannot have any of 
er loved ones, senor ?”’ | 

‘fAh, but they have. She is betrothed to a Mexi- 
an officer, I hear, aud he came here o1 a visit to her, 
as seized on his way home, and is now held a pris- 
ner by these men wliom no one knows. 


“IT learn the demand is made upon her regularly 
or five thousand pesos, and she pays it.”’ 


‘Is the officer a man of any prominence ?”? 


‘“‘He is a captain of lanceros, senor, in the Mexican 
rmy.”’ 

“Tt is strange that his government has taken no 
steps to release him.’* 

“There is a threat to put him to death if such an 
ttempt is made.’’ 

Buffalo Bill did not tell about his rescue of the fair 
lermit and the officer. 

He merely asked: 

“Do you know his name, senor??? 
| ‘It is said to be Del Sol.”’ | 
_ “You know the padre in Silver Lake City.”? 
“Oh, yes, Padre Sau Juan,’? 
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‘Can he do nothing to help you?” 

‘“He is under a ban also—a threat—if he does.’’ 

“And the landlord of the inn? ‘The Senor Riel ?”? 

‘‘Senor Cody, I do not like that man, I do not 
trust him, though he, too, is under the ban, as*his 
son, an only child, is a prisoner. Still, I have a dread 
of him.”’ 

‘‘Well, Senor Otega, the secret foe can only cap- 
ture me or one of my men, to get a ransom, and we'll 
watch that they do not. 

‘I did not come here to pay ransom to robbers; 
but I came here to settle, and I like our home, 
haunted. though it may be. 

‘“T told you that I intended to help you, and I am 
here to do so; but, remember, not a word of that to 
any one, for it might thwart iny plan.”’ 

‘‘T will be silent, senor, for something tells me you” 
ate here for good, to be relied on. I was going over 
to the old Mission Ranch to warn whoever had set- 
tled there to leave, for I did not know it was you. 
Are you sure that nothing disturbed you last night?’? 


‘We heard sounds, the cattle were restless, but no 
harm befell us, senor, and we’ll take chances, for that 
is what we are here for.”? : ; 

‘Flow many men have you, senor.’? 


‘“T thought it best to bring at least half a dozen,”? 
was Buffalo Bill’s evasive reply, for he did not wish 
his force tobe known, even to.Senor Otega. He had 
not allowed the two Mexicans who drove the wagon 
from Silver Lake City to see but six men beside him- 
self, keeping the others off beyond the cattle. 


‘Tt will be best to have just double the number 
they think I have,’’ was the chief of scouts’ way of 
thinking. 

Buffalo Bill remained to dinner at the hospitable 
ranch, and the senora, a sad-faced, lovely woman, 
gave him a warm greeting, for she had been pleased 
with his frank and genial manner upon his last visit 
to their hoine. 

Late in the afternoon the scout started upon his 
return, the senor accompanying him a few miles on 
the trail. 


Learning that he had just moved in, the Senora 
Otega insisted that she be allowed to add to his com- 


- fort, and when he was ready to go he found a pack 


horse ready for him to carry along, and it had been 
loaded with grapes, vegetables, preserves, and a large 
quantity of choice provisions, which the good lady 


insisted that he must accept from her, and added: 
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‘‘Just turn the pack horse loose to-night, and he 
will come home and give you no further trouble,’’ 
the senor said. 

The scout was touched by the senora’s kinduess, 
and as he rode away with her husband, he said: 

‘You told your wife, then, that I was here to help 
you ?”’ 

‘‘Not a word, senor; but I told her when you left 
a month ago that you were Buffalo Bill, the great 
military scout, and had promised to be our friend; 
and, with a woman’s quick intuition where her love 
is interested, she feels sure that you bave come to 
save our poor daughter.”? 

‘Yes, I saw that she was trying to read me, and I 
appreciate her kind gifts to make me comfortable. 
We will enjoy her bounty greatly.” 

As they reached the lake shore the sun was touch- 
ing.the horizon, and the senor halted and said: 

“*T will turn back here, senor, for my wife will be 
anxious. You see, we have lately received quite a 
handsome legacy, and if it were known, then our 
secret foes would capture me or my wife and demand 
a much iarger ransom.’’ 

“Then return home at once, aud I regret that you 
came thus far with me.”’ 

“You have the most dangerous trail to travel, 
Senor Cody, and a long ten mileés.’’. 

‘JT am used to dangerous trails, seitor, but if I 
thought danger might beset you I would return with 
you,’’ 

‘‘Not unless you remain all night, senor.’’ 

“T could not do that. The ghosts in the old 
hacienda might put my men to flight.” 

The sun had now sunk behind the western range 
of inountains, and the lake valley was already dark- 
ening under the fall of night. 


“That man is all right, for he told me of a legacy 


lately received. I came here prepared to doubt every 
one, but Ill set him down as a square man,’’ mut- 
tered Buffalo Bill, as he rode along the lake shore, 
under the shelter of the fringe of timber, beneath 
which led the trail up the valley. f 


Senor Otega had turned lus horse toward -home, 
and set out at a rapid canter. 


Reaching a belt of timber, the animal was walking 
along at his ease, the night having set in, when, 
‘without a warning, there settled over the senor’s head 
a coil of rope, and he found his arms pinioned to his 

aide, while he heard the words in Spanish: 
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‘Resist, Senor Otega, aud you are a dead man. 
have men here to master you.”’ 

Senor Otega thought first of his wife, and’ 
groaned in agony of spirit, but said, boldly: a 

‘‘What does this otttrage upon ine mean, for y 
call me by name, and heuce know me?”? 

‘Tt meats that you are a prisoner, and the Sen 
Otega will be taxed to keep you alive,’’ was ¢ 
reply. ' 


been lassoed by one man, and he had seized his bri 
rein and stood by him, with a revolver leveled at 
head. 

But there came a flash, a report, and the kidnap 
sank in his tracks by the side of the senor’s horse. 


—— os 


CHAPTER, IX. 
: THE SCOUT’S RETURN. 
At first thought Senor Otega had believed that 


a voice called out: 
‘*Ho, senor, I fired that shot!”? 
Senor sth recognized the bes at once. 


gotten. 

So he wheeled his horse, and rode back to find t 
one who had rescued liin standing by the side of t 
fallen outlaw. 

‘Senor Cody !?’ 

‘Ves; IT had a dread that your coming with me: 


far as i did might get you into trouble, so I turné’ 


back to dog your steps, unseen by you, and see ya: 
enter your ranch in safety.’’ , te 

“How glad am I that you did, senor,’’ and t 
voice of the ranchero trembled with emotion. 

‘‘T was not very tar behind you, nearer you thar 
thought, for you must have slackened your spe 
aud I distinctly heard the voice of your captor, 

“T instantly sprang from my saddle, and, adva 
ing on foot, realized that you had been captured, a 
I saw one man, but took the cliances of there bein 
more. : J 

‘“As he was an outlaw, I thought it best to p 
hiin out of the way.”? | 

“God bless you,’’ was all the ranchero could” | 


first £7 







































But he soon conquered his emotion and told just 
at his captor liad said to hin. 

Buffalo Bill listened attentively, and then said, 
pruptly : 

“This man was sent to kidnap you.”’ 

‘Vas 

**He is alone.’ 

‘Ves ?? 

‘His being there shows that he saw you leave your 
me, was watching your return, shadowing you in 


**No doubt of it, senor.”’ 

“‘Well, I wish you to be guided by me in this mat- 
¥ ? 

twill,” 

‘‘Say nothing even to your wife of this attack on 
u to-night. I mean that no one must know of this 
tack on you, senor.”’ 

**But why, Senor Cody ?’’. 

“This man was sent to do this work. If he does 
jot return to report, they will not know what has 
come of him, for I shall strap his body upon his 
rse, which must be near, take the animal to the 
ke, lead him in, and thence along the shore in the 
ater to a spot near my ranch. 

“‘T will search the body for any telling articles 
ere may be on it, and will hide away his saddle and 
idle.’’ 

“But the horse, senor??? 

i **I will give him into the keeping of my men for a 
y, and after they have branded him and disguised 
iin, his own master, if alive, would not know him, 
id one of them will ride him, so he will not yo back 
his home, at least, not just now.’’ 

+ “You know what you are about, Senor Cody.”’ 


+ “Thope so. Now we will find that horse, mount 
s master on him, and I’l] lead him back through 
he timber, not in the trail.’’ 
‘And your horse, senor?’ 


“Is. trained, senor, and will keep always in the 
ail as I start him until we reach the lake shore, and 
ere I will mount him.”’ 

“What will this dead man’s comrades think ?”” 


“In my opinion they will track him, find his trail 
ding here, then back to the lake, where they will 
it. 

‘“Thev will see that your horse was halted here, 
inained for some time, and the tracks will reveal 
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They will take my footprints for yours, so you must 
not disinount. 
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“But when I have removed the body, you must — 


move your horse about all over the spot, to mark out 
all traces of where it lay, for the ground is soft, I 
notice, beneath my feet. Then you go.on home- 
ward, and continue to gallop until you get there.”’ 


“But that will not explain that dead man’s ab- 
Sence.”’ 

‘Ves, for they will believe that, being alone, when 
he captured you, why. you simply bribed him to let 
you go.”’ | 

Going into the timber, Buffalo Bill was not long in 
finding the horse of the outlaw, and the body of the 
dead kidnapper was tied across the saddle with his 
own lariat, and then the animal and that of the Senor 
Otega were moved all about, until every trace of 
where the man had fallen had been destroyed. 

Bidding the senor good-night, and promising to 
pay him another visit in good time, Buffalo Bill 
walked back to his own horse and the pack animal, 
turned toward the old ranch, threw the rein of the 
other over the saddle horn, and started them off at a 
walk. 

Then he returned to the kidnapper’s horse, and led 
him through the timber, and then on back over the 
two miles to the lake. shore, 


‘There he overtook his horse and the pack animal, 
and they were taken into the lake, but at different 
points. | 

Along the beach, ankle deep in the lake, they con- 
tinued their way, over the miles that lay between the 
point where they had entered the water and the old 
Mission Ranch. 

At last the scout left the lakeat a place where his 
trail led direct to the hacienda. 


He saw the glimmer of a light there, and he knew 
that it must be at the gate, and placed as a beacon to 
guide him home. 

Not a horse or a steer did he see, and he felt that 
they had all been drivén into the grounds again for 
safety. 

As he neared the gate, the cheery voice of Texas 
Jack called out: 

‘Ts that you, chief???’ 

Pr ee, yack, 

‘We were getting anxious about you, and not one 

of the men has retired.”’ 


at two men were here, their comrade and you. ~ ‘‘What, more glosts?”? 
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‘‘Not the shadow of one, but the men wished to 
reinain up to see if you came in all right.’ » 

‘‘Oh, yes, I am all right. But I have a pack ani- 
mal! loaded with good things, for I have been off on 
a visit, and, Jack, I have another horse here, with 
his dead master upon him. 

_ “Now, walls have ears, they’ say, and ie fear the 
old hacienda may have some secret closets where foes 
are watching, I do not wish the men to breathe a 
word of this'dead man. | 

‘First, he must be searched, then buried to-night 
in the grave with the other one, and his horse must 
be disguised. ’’ ‘ 

“Tt understand, chief.’ | 

‘In the morning drive the cattle and horses over 


amy trail to the lake,” 


“Ves, chief.” ; 

Feeling that he could leave all to Texas Jack, 
Buffalo Bill dismounted and entered the walled-in 
grounds, discovering that the men had during thie 
day made a barrier that nothing could break through. 

Then he went on to the hacienda, for he was both 
tired and hungry. | 

The men welcomed their chief in a way that 
showed how glad they were to see him hack, and that 
they felt a most warm regard for him. 


But he said nothing of his adventure other than to 
tell them to go out and see ‘Texas Jack. 


Buffalo Bill had no desire to say anything in the 
hacienda that other eats than ‘those his words were 
intended for should hear. 

He was very suspicious about the old structure, 
for, though it seemed one could discover if there 
were secret closets about it, he very well knew that 
such had not been found out, and they were certainly 
there. 

This was proven by the mountain lion being in the 
corridor, the sounds of moaning and weeping, and 
the howling of a dog the night before. 

Those sounds could only have been made by per- 
sons 1 concealment. 

The scouts had discussed the matter among them- 
selves when out of the place, and off from it, for the 
chief had warned them about talking when in the 


hacienda, and, where they could understand that 


men could have uttered the moans and other sounds, 
they could not. comprehend just how the weeping of 
a woman and the voice of a child could have been 
heard. 


ee 
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‘*Pards, those ghosts must enter here by wa | I 
the cliff up yonder, so to-night we’ll puta str. 
guard there to head them off,’’ said Buffalo Bill. rs 
And so it was planned for the next night. tt 
Going out to Texas Jack, they saw tie dead b 
and it was quietly buried; then they took the hae 
in hand, and soon had him cleverly metamorphos 
The saddle and bridle were taken into the hagie 
and hidden, and all were told that they must u 
not a word within the house that they did not 
to be known as there might be cavesdroppers wh 
they did not wish to know their plaus. 
‘This all attended to, Texas Jack went up to © 
hacienda to report, and that also he had what 
been taken from the dead man put away for ins 
tion on the morrow, 
There was a guard of four men that night, tw 
the hacienda, two in the grounds. 









Soon after midnight Buffalo Bill was awakened 
low groans. 

Where they came from he could not tell. 

He arose in the darkness, and tried to trace | 
sound to its source. 

But in vain. | 

Loue Star was on guard in the corridor, but 
too, kuew not whence they came. | 

Then followed the sound of weeping in a wom 
voice, as upon the night before. 


‘“Go, Lone Star, and see if there is any disturbag,, 
among the cattle. I will keep watch until you 
turn,’’ said Buffalo Bill. 


Lone Star left, and the chief took his stand 
in the middle of the corridor, and listened at 


tively. | 
As he listened there was heard the wailing 
child, as though in pain. 


And the moans, the weeping, 
tinued. 

“Tt all comes from the center of this hacient 
either frony overhead or from underneath, whic 
cannot tell,’’? mused the scout. 


and the wailing 


Suddenly there rang out the wild, piercing sh 
of the night before. 


him did it seem. 


The men were all awakened by it, and upon tl 
feet in an instant. 


‘There was an alarm sounded, but just then 
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returned, and reported the horses and cattle 
Ves, aud the same game must be played here to 
t these ghosts,’’ said Buffalo Bill. 
gue Star had heard the shriek, for it had even 
ed the men on guard at the gate. 
e said every scout was up aiid ready for business. 
M‘his must not be,’’ said Buffalo Bill. 
They must pay no attention to any sounds they 
and then we will master the situation.”’ 


his order was given secretly to each one of the 
, and they returned to their beds, though some 
mot care to sleep, as that unearthly shriek still 
ed in their ears. 


the morning dawned, and then Buffalo Bill gave 
frs to each man to retire the next night early, 
to pay no attention to moans, groats, weeping, 
ing or shrieks, 


MWe will disappoint them, pards. 


And more, only one man need stand guard to- 
t in the hacienda, and one at the gate. 


Wf there is cause for alarm a pistol shot will be 
signal to bring up to the spot where we are 
ed, but remember, nothing less than seeing a 
t to-night counts, for hearing them is nothing. 
hese orders were given away from the hacienda, 
Te no one could hear, if concealed within the 
The men to guard the cattle left early with the 
aud the horses, and tle trail of Buffalo Bill’s 
e and the led animals was blotted out to the lake. 


he’ of the meu even rode the horse of the dead 
Mapper out on duty. 


s heavy tail had been thinned out more than 
‘} as also had his bushy mane, while two brands 
been put upon him that looked old. 


this was done by folding a cloth, saturating it in 
r, placing it upon the side of the animal, and 
| holding the red-hot brand agaiust it until the 
was scalded off, but the flesh not burned. 


; nis gave it an old look, and the horse certainly 
‘ld not be known by the man who had owned 


“Ist at midnight a low moaning was herd. 


the wind had come up, and was whistling 
the old hacienda it made the moaning seein 
t dismal than ever. 

en deep groans were heard, 


ah 
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A few scouts moved uneasily at this, but no one 
rose, 10 one spoke. 

The weeping of a woman followed, without caus- 
ing any disturbance among the sleepers, if any one 
was really asleep, 

Next was heard the plaintive wailing of a child, 

Still no one stirred. A few minutes after there 
was a perfect chorus of these melancholy sounds, and 
still the scouts lay quiet. | 

Suddenly, without warning, the same tinearthly, 
terrible shriek which had before brought all the 
scouts to their feet echoed through the old hacienda. 

To say that some of the scouts started would be 
but the truth, 

But all had their orders from Buffalo Bill, and not 
a nan moved, 

The shriek had caused hardly any more disturb- 
auce than had the moans, weeping and wailing. 

But, as though angry at having remained unno- 
ticed, the shrieker seut forth peal after peal, until 
Buffalo Bill called out: . 

“Oh, quit that racket, ghost, aud go back to your 
erave, for we cau't help you.”? 

The scouts laughed, and in a moment the sounds 
ceased altogether, 

Nothing more disturbed the night’s rest, and the 
morning dawned with the secret sleuths the victors. 

Buffalo Bill rose early, and while breakfast was 
being gotten ready, he went out and scaled the cliff, 

“*Pards, to-night some of us will camp out upon 
that cliff,’’ he said.upon his return. 


CHAPTER X. 
THE SHOT ON THE CLIFF, 


The secret sleutls all seemed particularly pleased 
with their chief aud themselves, when they felt that 
thev had not been turned out of their beds by the 
carrying on of the ‘‘ghosts,’’ during the night. 

Those who had been most superstitious took heart 
also, and began to feel that the ‘‘dead folks’’ were 
not so much to be dreaded after all. 

The guard at the entrance had reported that the 
cattle had shown no restlessness, and he had neither 
seen nor heard anything to alarm him, save the wild 
shrieks up at the hacienda. 

Buffalo Bill had picked out four men to accompany 
him tothe cliff, when night came, to remain there 


on watch. o 


ake 


A guard was also to be stationed in the tower, one 
at the gate and another at the entrance of the living 
wing. 

In case of an alarm five more scouts were to hasten 
over the wall, and, led by Lone Star, who knew the 
way, go to the help of those upon the cliff. 

Buffalo Bill had selected to accompany him Texas 
Jack, Kit Kingdon, Rio Grande Dick and Blue 
Jacket Bob, all of them splendid fellows in a close 
fight. 

And all were to take their rifles along. 

They were to carry their blankets as well, so that 
all could sleep except one who watched. 

Quietly they slipped out of the gate, after dark, 
and, Buffalo Bill leading the way, they went around 
the wall to the cliff and began the steep climb by 
the aid of the trees. 

It was no easy task by day, and doubly dangerous 
in the darkness. 

But the climb was made in safety, and when the 
. plateau was reached the five men formed a line, and, 
spreading their blankets upon the ground, lay down 
to watch. 

Buffalo Bill had taken the center position, and he 
told his men that they could go to sleep, as he would 
remiain on guard and call them if he had any grounds 
for alarin. 

‘The men were thus stretched right across the 
plateau from one cliff side to another, and about a 
hundred yards apart, just over the ranch. 


But though each man spread his blanket, he did 
not go. to sleep. 
*All were too anxious to make some discovery that 
would enable them to entrap the outlaws. 


If there was an alarm, they were to rally toward 
their chief, and if their foes proved too numerous 
they were to give a signal for help from the hacienda, 
aud then retreat toward the cliff overlooking it. 


Midnight came and passed without any sound, and 
then Texas Jack, who held the end position on the 
tight, beheld a form im white coming froin the cliff 
that looked down from the range over the plateau, 
and which rose several feet above it. 


He was instantly on the alert, and expecting that 
the one he saw was not alone, he dared not yet 
give the alarm. ; 

Nearer and nearer drew the form in white, gliding 
quickly along, until suddenly Texas Jack called out, 
sharply: * 


* above the spur, and as the others came they str 
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‘*Halt! Hands up!”’ ' 
There was a startled cry, a quick shot at. raif 
toward ‘Texas Jack, and the white form was * 
a deer toward the cliff. 
Seeing that he must get away, Texas Jack tr 
his rifle and fired as the shadowy form was I 
pearing in the darkness. 
Instantly all was excitement on the platea 
scouts rallying quickly toward Texas Jack. | 
But he had darted forward in pursuit, calli 
his comrades to follow. re 
Buffalo Bill was the first to reach his side, abl 
was bending over a man lying upon the groun 
groaning with pain. 
“Stay and see what you can get out of him, Jay 















“Blue Jacket, run to the cliff and give thed@ 
for Lone Star Sam and his party to come in. 


‘Rio Grande Dick, light those lanterns and# 
them ready, but under cover, and then all o 
follow me.”’ 

With these ofders Buffalo Bill moved rapid¥ 
toward the cliff, and as quickly as possible hi 
followed, two of them with lanterns. 


Buffalo Bill reached the cliff of the range 


out along its base. 


Blue Jacket Lob called out to say that Lon 
Sam and the others were coming, and in a quar 
an hour they were on hand, and half-a-dozen 
terns were following like fireflies along the wa 
rock which towered above the plateau. 


But not another soul was seen, nothing was f 
and the whole cliff seemed to be nowhere scalabk 


But the scouts kept up their search until the 
determined to see then if there was any disc 
that could be made. 


Stevens, the surgeon, had been called t 
wounded man, and as Buffalo Bill went to wh 
lay, just as day broke, he found the scout 
seated by his side, Texas Jack having left the 
tunate fellow to his care. 

“Well, doc, how is he?’? 

‘‘Perfectly couscious, sir, but he will utt 
word.’’ 

‘*His pallid face shows that death is not far o 

‘Ves sir; I have told him that he must die 
he can live but an hour or more, and I coultt 
nothing for him, though I have tried. But the 
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tal,’ and Stevens showed where the bullet had 
ults way. : 
fiffalo Bill knelt by the side of the dying man. 
was beyond doubt an American, for his hair 
rfeht in hue, and his eyes dark blue. 
dpwas dressed in buckskin leggins, a blue woolen 
moceasins, aud a slouch hat, but in strange 
ugst, about him was wrapped a large white robe, 
ded to be white, though much soiled. 
if had had on a belt of arms, but it had been 
ved by Texas Jack to make him more com- 
Nble. 
dje man’s blue eyes rested upon Buffalo Bill with 
nge expression in them. 
faly poor fellow, I am sorry I can do nothing for 
a?’ said Buffalo Bill, kindly, 
e man shook his head. 
| fan you not talk?” 
fl es.” 
=. word was distinctly uttered. 


{Will you not tell me if 1 can serve you in some 


) 
Ss 


ain he shook his head. 
rwhy were you playing ghost, for you thus 
pit your death upon yourself ?’’ 

reply. 

Jave you no kindred, no friends to whom you 
,; 60 send a last word, for faithfully will I obey 
—foimand, aud my comrade here isa surgeon, 

ie says you cannot live?”’ 
‘Twill leaye no word.” 


ut would it not be best?” 
ORG? . 
le. 
you wish your friends to kuow of your death, 


dé my word I will 1ot tell them what you are.” 
‘Gi , . . . 3 
t me die in silence. 
Joc, can you not give him something to relieve 
°infferings?”’ 
C Ty’ ; , : 
le refused it—he will soon be beyond suffering, 


“kt then ‘Texas Jack approached, and as he did so 
o Bill said: 
exas Jack, the poor, fellow ‘is dying, but will 


ef?uo word to commit himself or betray his com- 
7% 


fe blue eyes of the dying man rested upon the 
» pf Texas Jack in an earnest way. 

tlack Omohundro, I know you. We were boys 
wer in far-away Virginia. And your hand has 
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ended my career. So be it, for I might have meta 
worse death—— Ah! I see that you know me now, 
but do not betray me here, nor to the people at home, 
whio believe ime dead years ago. Give me your hand, 
Jack.” | 

Into the bright eyes of the Texan, who had wit- 
nessed many a death scene, came tears that rolled 
down his bronzed cheeks, as he grasped the hand, 
while he said, softly: 

‘Ves, Ned, I know you, my boyhood friend. We. 
never dreamed of this in those old days. I will not 
betray you.’? 

The Texan’s form quivered with emotion, and a 
smile swept over the face of the dying man. 

Buffalo Bill’s fine face grew stern as death, but it - 
was to force back the flood of feeling that rushed 
upon him, and Doc Stevens hastily drew his sleeve 
across his eyes. _ : 

‘Jack, I will atone all I can for my evil past; tell 
you that which will let me die easy in mind, for it . 
will save many from sorrow and suffering, yes, and 
some lives, too—listen to me while I can talk.”’ 

The scouts walked away, but the dying man 
recalled Buffalo Bill, who lad removed his broad 
sombrero, as ‘T'exas Jack’s fell from his bowed head. 


Bold, fearless, reckless fellows that they were, the 
scouts all saw that their clief was respecting a death 
scene, even though it was an outlaw that was dying. 


They beheld the attitude of their lieutenant, Texas 
Jack, saw that his hand clasped that of the dying 
man, aud they bared their heads in compassion, for 
they knew that there was some link that bound the 


two together. 


Later came. the last words of the dying man: 

‘‘Tack, old friend, good-by.”’ 

All heard the words, saw the smile, and then be- 
held the ashen hue deepen on the face of the dying 
man, the lips set in the death agony, and, with a 
convulsive struggle, the end came. 

Texas Jack folded the hands upon the breast, and 
wrapped the white, shroud-like robe about the form. 


“He was my boyhood friend, pards, and as he 
asked me to keep his secret it will die with me,’’ said 
the Texan. And to his dying day Texas Jack never 
iuade known the identity of the outlaw. 

After the body of the dead outlaw had _ been 
decently buried down in the ranch graveyard, Texas 
Jack motioned to the chief of scouts, and the two 
walked apart together. 
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‘“You heard his strange story ?”? 

"Veo Jack?” 

‘And who the leader of these secret foes 1s ?”’ 

“Yes, he is known as El Diable, the Cowboy 
King, is feared by everybody, and is the chief of cow- 
boys on the ranch of the girl hermit.” 

‘“‘And you will act upon the information he gave 
us, friend Bill ?”? 

‘‘Of course, but not too hastily, as I wish to make 
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‘a clean sweep of all. the: guilty ones, and have none 
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of the innocent suffer’? ” 

‘You are wise in that; but if you could trust your 
friend, Senor Otega, he might help greatly.”? 

‘*VYes, but T’ll know just who to trust before I 
make a move. I shall make a visit to Silver Lake 
City and see how matters are there, for I wish to see 
the priest, and also have a talk with Riel, the inn- 
keeper. : aie 

“In fact, I expect to go on a still hunt and be 


‘much away, so you take full coutrol here, and at the 


right time we will act and make no imistake.”’ 


eee ee 


CHAPTER AL 
THE FIGHT IN THE SLEUTH’S CAMP. 


Several days passed away, and Bufialo Bill was ab- 
sent from the camp, for, acting under lis orders, 
Texas Jack had encamped lis inen outside of the 
hacienda and away from its immediate surroundings, 

The chief of scouts was what the men called ‘‘play- 
ing a little game,’’ in this, for it could give those who 
haunted the hacienda the idea that the scout sleuths 
were afraid to stay there any longer. 

The truth was that Buffalo Bill was on a still hunt 
of detective work, and each one of his men was aid- 
ing him all in his power. 

The scout had not been gone a day from the camp 
before visitors began to drop in there, a thing that 
had never happened while they were at the hacienda. 

Just how it happened ‘Texas Jack and his :nen did 


not know, or if they did they kept it to themselves; 


but trouble came, and at night, when the scouts were 
away from the camp. 

Blue Jacket Bob and Rio Grande Dick were the 
two men left in camp, and following the arrival of 
three strangers came a fatal fight. | 

It was fatal to Rio Grande Dick and the three 


_wisitors, while Blue Jacket Bob was wounded. 


To the surprise of Blue Jacket Bob, two of the cow- 
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‘up, being all alone in camp.’’ 


-as soon as he was made comfortable he said: 


















boy visitors were from the ranch of Senor Oté 
the other was from the hacienda of the fair 
and known to belong to the band who serf 
cowboy:king, the Senorita Suelo’s chief of 

Perhaps they had expected to find only one 


they found there had proven more than a mn 
them. 


With Buffalo Bill came Senor Otega. 
Doc Stevens had joined his chief back on th’ 


cainp there stood Blue Jacket Bob in the mo@ 
and he called out: } . 

‘Ho, doc, I have a wound in my arm fof 
dress, and it needs it, for I could not go to I@e 


‘Why, where is Rio Grande Dick, Bob? 
Buffalo Bill. 
‘*T’in sorry to say, sir, that he is dead.’’ 
“Dead! Rio Grande Dick dead ?’’ asked tht 
in utter amazement, 
“Ves, sin(?’ 
‘How was it, Bob?”? 
But Buffalo Bill could see that Blue Jack 
was suffering, aud he insisted that he shoul 
make a report until his wound had been lookee 
This was now done by Doc Stevens, who sai 
“Tt js not dangerous, but he has lost consid 


blood. Here is the bullet-—give him a drink, 


bs, 


The bullet had been extracted from the she 
a drink of brandy was given the wounded mda 


‘“There lies poor Dick over there, chief.” 
‘*How was it, Bob?”’ 7 

“Vou see that man lying yonder ?”’ 

Vas. ) 


‘He was one of the cowboy king’s men.”’ 


“Ves, I remember him, and next in authé 
him,’’ said Senor Otega. | 
“T ouess he was; there is his horse hitched! 
he left him. , | 
‘“He came to our camp with two men. “ 






‘One said to us that they had brought a ft 
theirs over who wanted to know us, and he ha 
fine liquor aud cigars, and wished us to join I 


tv 
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said that we did not drink, but would smoke 
hem, and asked them to be seated. 

e all sat down here, and were talking when he 
fout suddenly: 

Now !’ 

he three men, with /that, at once drew their 
ers and turned them on us. 

ut, though we were taken by surprise, we are 
ton the draw, and our revolvers were going off 


<ThSry Maer sa ee 


cgtheirs, and for a second or so it was lively here. 
.dve all sprang to cover of the timber, of course, 
yao we had it. 


] 


don’t think it lasted half a minute, aud then I 


Hl was the only one standing up, and I was 


ded. 


IC 


walked over to where those three traitors lay, 
hey were dead. 


‘then went to poor Rob. | 


ae was gasping, but murmured something about 


i 


jt to kill us. | ; 
Phen he grasped my hand, and the poor boy was 
) 


he spoke, Bob brushed tears from ‘his eyes, and 


a6 were others who felt the pearly drops trickle 


r¢ 
( 
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their bronzed cheeks as they thought of their 
coirade. 
ie scouts had listened with rapt attention to Blue 
st Bob’s story, and Buffalo Bill said: 


30b, you have done nobly, old fellow, and there 
oof lying before us of your plucky fight against 


YNow, senor, what is your opinion of the*treach- 


| 


) 


| 


pf your men to-night?’’ and the chief turned to 
auchero, who replied: 


hey came to rob this camp, senor, and failed, 
gh they had one of the fair hermit’s cattlemen as 
lly.”? 
What a pity that they all got killed, that we can- 
entrap one alive, or wound and capture one.’? 


t is, indeed, a pity, Senor Cody. But you recall 
I told you the secret foes had spies on every 
1, Or were suspected of having ?”? 
Yes, Senor Otega.’’ 
p 
] 9) 

ace.” 
And the other man was a comrade of theirs, and 
2 a spy on the ranch of the fair hermit.” 

guess you are riglit. 


ell, these two were the spies, doubtless, on my 
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‘Now, what is to be done with these bodies, for 
poor Dick we will take with us for burial at the 
ranch ?’? 

“Tt would be best if you ride over with me and 
report the affair to the alcalde.”’ 

“Who is he?”? 

‘Phe landlord, the Senor Riel.”’ 

‘* All right,’? and to Texas Jack, who just rode up: 

‘Tack, you and three others be within.call if I 
need you, for I may have to shoot the alcalde,’’ said 
Buffalo Bill, to the surprise of Senor Otega, whio 
cried: 

“Oh, senor!’ 

‘Tf ever there was a scamp, Senor Otega, that 
landlord is one, and I shall stand no nonsense with 
him.”’ 

‘All right, sir, and you’ll find us within call,’’ said 
Jack. 

With this, Buffalo Bill and the Senor Otega 
mounted their horses and rode away from the camp, 
Texas Jack, Lone Star Sam, and Mustang Frank 
following soon after. 

The landlord was found in the Fandango Hall, at 
Silver Lake City, but he was called into his office by 
Senor Otega, who said at once: 

“Senor Alcalde, we have an unfortunate affair to 
report to you.”’ 

““The Senor Cody I suppose has killed some one?”’ 

The look the man got from the scout made him 
wince, but the words were calmly uttered: 


“Vou must not jump at conclusions, sir, or I 
might be tempted to punish impertinence. I am here 
to report to -you that two of our men were left to 
guard camp, while the rest were away. We returned 
to find that one of our menu had been killed, the 
other wotfnded, and the three men who had gone 
there to rob the camp were lying dead, having been 
shot by our comrade, Blue Jacket Bob.”’ 

‘This is bad, very bad.”’ 

‘“The three men were those whom we had reason to 
believe friends, for two were Senor Otega’s cowboys, 
and the other was a cattleman of the band of the cowboy 
king, and he it was who arranged the robbery, which 
ended in the loss of their lives.’’ 

‘“This is bad, very bad. I must demand the man whe 
did this killing, and while the Senor Otega goes to fetch 
him I will hold you as hostage, Senor Cody.’’ 

“*Vou shall neither take Blue Jacket Bob, nor wil) 
you keep me here. I have reported the facts, and it isa 


pretty state of afiairs when we cannot protect our camp 
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and our lives. If you wish a trial, name the day and we 

will be here.” | 
‘‘And I will guarantee on bond, Senor Alcalde, for 

the appearance of the accused man,’’ said Senor Otega. 


‘*T must have a guarantee from them also.’’ 
Buffalo Bill laughed and replied: 


‘*You doubt my word, and I have reason to doubt 
you, and, in fact, do. No, I’ll pledge my word, and 
remember, the Senor Otega here shall give no bond for 
us, and we will be here on the day you set for trial.” 


‘*T wish a guarantee.’’ 


‘‘See here, Landlord Riel, you shall have one. With 
your own people you would consider this justifiable 
killing of three robbers and murderers. We are here in 
this valley as are others, and you shall not make us an 
exception.’’ 

“But I must punish murder,’’ and the landlord was 
all in a tremor. 

‘There was no murder, save the killing of my poor 
comrade by those men who were murderers and robbers. 
Blue Jacket Bob acted in self-defense, and I[’ll tell you 
to your face, if you dare to attempt to hold me a pris- 
oner, or arrest my comrade, I’ll make known to these 
people the confession of one of those three men, and a 
dying man does not lie. 

‘*T alone know that confession, Landlord Alcalde, or 
whatever you choose to call yourself, and I will make it 
known, and leave it for you to prove that. dying lips 
lied. 

‘‘Do you grasp my meaning as I intend you shall, 
Senor Riel?’ and Buffalo Bill looked the landlord 
straight in the face as he asked the question. 


Senor Otega stood amazed at the bold words of Buffalo 
Bill. 

He knew perfectly well that there had been no dying 
confession; he was surprised and startled at the daring 
shown by the scout, and flinging into the face of a man 
whom every one in the valley feared, a charge of guilt, 
as it were. 

He glanced at the alcalde, expecting a terrible out- 
break. | 
Instead, he saw that his face was livid, that his lips 
were drawn back from his white teeth like a snarling 
dog, and they were clicking together with a nervous 
chill. 

‘*Senor Otega retire a moment, please, for I wish to 
ask our friend here of this man’s confession.”’ 


The voice of the alealde was hardly audible. 

A glance at Buffalo Bill and the Senor Otega saw a 
sign for him to go. 

“‘T will soon join you, senor, as the alcalde will not 
detain me long,’’ said the scout, pleasantly. 


long as you don’t forget.’’ 
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When the door closed behind Otega the alcabPP’ 
in a low tone: : 
‘Who made this confession you'speak of ?’? al 
‘‘T do not know the name of the:man of. the € © 
king’s band,*’ was the evasive reply. Mtl 
‘‘Ah! it was he??? gor 
‘Shall I tell you that the confession appeas | 
that of a man who sought to destroy you, alcal@ f 
where there is smoke you will always find fire, amec 
I to speak there are plenty to listen, though [O°* 
might not believe that you can be guilty. pla 
‘‘Suppose we square this matter by your givin¥lt 
discharge for my comrade; in other words, {U5 
acted in self-defense, and you mney the three bo! 
your expense.’’ F 
‘“Ves, yes, senor, that will do, for I have no dé© 
prosecute you or your comrades. You are strang!¢ 
our valley, and I will give you the paper asked,@5 
return your lips are sealed about the confession ¢©! 
dying man, As you said, it was the malignant @*¢ 
sion on the eve of death, to ruin me, for we h@? 
some trouble several times, and there is not a we: 
truth in it.’’ 0 
‘‘T did not tell you what he had said.”’ B | 


‘*No, no,’’ and the alcalde looked most anxioug © 
kc 

















’ 




























‘‘Just write out the paper for my pard, ple 
name is Robert Mead, nicknamed Blue Jacket Bob 
‘‘T see)? and the alcalde hastily filled in a dist 
and handed it to the scout, saying as he did so: © 
‘‘Now, there is no charge, .you know.”’ 
‘“Thanks, senor.’’ aan 
‘‘Now, what did that wicked man have to sayey 
me ?”’ i 
‘Well, I heard ‘hough to know you were im, 
way allied to these secret foes of the valley, and st, 
fear of death of making known all that you aret. 
of.”’ | 
‘*Nonsetse, senor, utter nonsense! Still, it is bi ; 
to let it be known that I had such a charge againf 
aud you are not to speak of it, you know.” 
‘‘Not one word I ever heard from that dyin 
against. you, senor, shall ever pass my lips, at Ie 


‘Then that will be all right. I will call in the | 
Otega, and you are to have a glass of wine with 
‘Thanks, but I do not often drink; the Senor: 
never does, and you must excuse us.. But you wi 
over after the bodies, for we shall leave camp to-uk 


1 


‘Ves, I will return with you, with two of my 
and take them in charge.’’ 
Senor Otega was again surprised when the a 
aud the scout came out together, and as Texas Jae 
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al@pproaching he and his comrades hastened back to 


-alcalde had two men and a wagon to follow him, 
ae bodies of the three robbers were taken back into 
Ettlement, where there was already plenty more 

‘or the landlord in his magisterial capacity, there 

r@ been a riot in the Fandango Hall, and halfa 
{dpof men lay around dead, while many more were 
n@ed. 

 fhose three dead from our camp will fit in with the 
slain at the fandango,’’ said Senor Otega, as he 
jgwith Buffalo Bill as they started on their homeward 
twiust before dawn. 

oO, yes, the alcalde will fix things up all right, and 
‘fe Blue Jacket Bob’s acquittal paper heye,’’ replied 
e@lo Bill. 
gpud, senor, how did you manage it?” 
Basy enough.’ 

oWell, you played the boldest game I ever saw, and 
dare the first one who ever frightened Alcalde Riel, 
ure you. Why, not one of those men made a con- 













~ 
) 


i 


Vv De 
Yo, but if he thought they did, and he was guilty, 
5 just as well as though they had.’’ 


3s Wes, just as well,’’ and Senor Otega was lost in ad- 
ion at the bold deed of Buffalo Bill in bringing the 


' de to terms. 
_fek to his ranch went Senor Otega, while Buffalo 
‘Jand his men returned on the trail that would take 

| by the way of the tempora~y camp where poor Rio 


ide Dick had lost his life. 

e chief of scouts found that his orders to get ready 
urn to the haunted hacienda had been carried out, 
il] were in readiness for the move. 


, 


1fo Grande Rob had been given decent burial, and 


Shen felt that their chief had been doing some splen- 
secret service work during his short absence from 


“Pards, I have found out enough to convince the 
t skeptical of you, that is the most ardent believer in 
$ts, that every spook we will have to deal with can 
mought down with a bullet,’’ said Buffalo Bill. 


have gleaned certain information that fastens the 
es in this valley upon a man, yes, men whom no one 
ects; but what we do now will bring the guilty to 
end of their rope. 
) hough you did not know it, there was one of our 
| left alone and in hiding in the haunted hacienda, 
what he discovered aati that we are on the right 
ue? 
Dots Buffalo Bill did not even hint as much, the 
were sure that their chief had been that lone 
ier in the ruins of the fatal ranch. 
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Continuing in his easy way, Buffalo Bill said: 

‘*Now, men, we return to that old spook nest next, 
and we stay there until we lay the ghosts, mark my 
words. 

‘*All I ask is foreach man to give me his full support,’ 
and we'll soon strike the end of our trail.’’ 

The answer was a cheer, and the march was taken up 
for the fatal ranch. 

If there was one of the scouts who longer felt dread of 
the ruin, that is, a superstitious dread, he did not show it. 

The place was again occupied, and after a talk with 
the men, before they reached the hacienda, it was agreed 
by one and all that not a word should be uttered there 
that would in any way give their plans away. 

That night a move would be made by Buffalo Bill 
which should lay the foundation for the laying of the 
spooks, and all were on the eager watch for what was to 
come: 


CHAPTER XII. 
BUFFALO BILL MAKES A VISIT. 


Night came and Buffalo Bill was on guard at the gate 
with Wild Winfield. 

The cattle and horses had not been driven in, as the . 
scouts had returned home, and there were enough for, 
four for night duty and four for day duty, with the - 
others to look to the duties about the hacienda, and be 
ready for any service they might be called upon to do. 

As Buffalo Bill had signified his intention of going on 
au expedition the next day, he carried his blankets down 
to the entrance to sleep there, and have Texas Jack call 
him. 

Jack awoke the chief just at dawn, asking: 

‘‘Now, what does it mean, chief ?’’ 

‘“‘T ain going to make a call—in fact, a couple oi 
them, for I shall dine with Senor Otega, and from there 
go on to the hacienda of the Fair Hermit.”’ 

‘*Do you mean it, chief?’’ 

‘*Certainly.’’ 

**Don’t go there.”’ 

‘Ts it the fair hermit you distrust, or her cowboys?”’ 

‘<It is the king of the cowboys I have no faith in, and 
his men will do as he tells them, as my dying friend 
said.”’ 

‘fT do not doubt that.”’ 

‘‘He is bitter over our coming here, asall of them are, 
and he will seek to do you harm in some way, I am 
sure.’’ ‘ 

‘“My dear Jack, that is just why I want you and the 
boys along.’’ 

“Ab?” 

‘‘You are to follow my trail, you know, and, stopping 
at the Otega ranch later in the afternoon, some time 


Seon 
: 


. 
after my departure from there, he will give you a couple 
of men to accompany you, guiding you to the hacienda 
of the fair hermit. 


‘*You can then go as near as you dare, meet me upon 
my departure, and on the return, instead of having one 
mau to waylay, as they will expect, they will find half-a- 
dozen, and I will not fall into the trap.’’ 

~bste,”’ 

‘I do not know that they would kill me, I rather 
think they would not; but just now I wish to take no 
chances —wish to keep out of trouble—as I am playing a 
little secret game myself, which you will all be let into 
as soon as I make a discovery or two I hope to. 


‘‘Now, follow in a couple of hours, and when you 
reach the Otega ranch go there alone, leaving the men 
in hiding.’’ 


With this Buffalo Bill rode along the trail, now well 
known to him, leading to the home of the Senor Otega. 

He was watchful as he rode along, as he deemed it 
necessary that he should be. 

It was within half an hour of dinner time when he 
reached the Otega ranch, and he was received by the 
senor and:«his lovely wife most cordially. 

‘“You are going to be our guest for several days, I 
hope.’ 

‘““Thank you, 
noon.’’ 

» ‘‘ITam sorry; but we will soon have dinner,’’ and the 
. Senora Otega left the room to see to it, when the senor 
remarked: | 

‘*Now, which way, senor, for I am sorry to see you 
alone on a trail ?’’ 

‘‘T have company, sir, but they are not visible.”’ 

‘Good !”’ 

‘«My friend, Texas Jack, will be here this afternoon, 
and will you give him acouple of men whom you feel 
that you can really trust as guides ?’’ 

‘*T can give hima dozen men, Senor Cody, but can- 
didly, and with shame I say it, I know of but one man 
on my rauch whom I would fully trust. The fact is, I 
do not know in whom to place confidence. They may 
be all faithful, and yet one may not be so, and that’ one 
might be the person I select for you.’ 

‘“That is very true."’ 

‘*But one man I am sure of, Palma, my cow boy chief, 
aud he will go with you were you please.’” 

‘Thanks, senor, he will do, and if you will allow 
him to go with Texas Jack I will feel obliged.’’ 

**But you, senor ?”’ 

‘<T am going to make avisit, senor, to the hacienda of 
the fair recluse.’’ 


no, for ] must go on my way this after- 


“Oh, senor!’’ 

‘“Yes, and I “wish you to give me full directions for 
reaching there.’’ ‘ 

“fT will, yet——’’ 

‘“Yet what ?’’ . 


‘*T do not wish to see you go there.” 
‘*Why not?’’ 
‘“The cowboy king.”’ 
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“Ts not the Senorita Suelo a protection upomy 
ranch ?”’ 


“Ves, “bat—— 

‘Well?’ 

‘*She will not see you.”’ 

**T believe that she will.’’ 

‘*T am sure not.’’ 

**T will make the trial at least.’’ 
‘*But why go there?’’ 

‘*T have a special desire to see her.’’ 


‘In your mysterious but seemingly sure way 
working for an end, senor, and I say Hea 
you,’’ 


‘*When I come back from my visit to the hag: 
the Senorita Suelo, I will get your cowboy chief 
to the mission ranch for a visit of several day§ 
will guide us around to the other side of thattf 
up there is the retreat of the secret foes.’’ 


‘‘I believe you are right. 
‘But I also will go, for you, a stranger, mus 
all the risk in working for us here in this va 
have suffered at the hands of the secret foes. 


‘‘T will accompany you, Se1,or, and you ma 
aid, as well as that of Palina.’ 


‘‘T shall be only too happy to have you go, 
I shall go there for work, deadly work.’’ 


Buffalo Bill rode away from the home of Sen@ 
half an hour after he had enjoyed one of the 
most substantial dinners. 


The ranchero was sorry to see him go, yet hé 
ginning to feel that all the scout undertook f, 
accomplish, 


He had given him full directions for read 
hacienda of the fair recluse. 


It was situated down the valley from him, at { 
of the lake, and just half a score of ni 
Otega ranch. 


Broad pasture lands were upon either side; the 
timber lands also, and the hacienda, as strong as 
was situated upon a spur of the mountain ran 
commanded an extensive view. 


As he drew near it, after a brisk ride, Buffalo 
glad to Uiscover that there were innumerabl 
places for Texas Jazk and his men, and their 
could not be seen by any one in the hacienda. 

There were thousands of cattle feeding 8 
meadow lands, and a large herd of horses, sho \ 
the hermitess was by no means poor, 

Some of the cowboys herding the cattle ga 
scout with interest as he rode along, but 
neither to avoid nor care to meet them. | 

One, however, rode in such a way as to 
trail, and he said, as he drew near: 
‘Going to the hacienda, senor ?’’ | 

{ 
: 
| 
| 









*“VYes?’ 

‘*The cowboy king is not there.’’ 
‘*T wish to see the Senorita Suelo.’’ 
‘‘She receives no strangers, senor.” 
*‘T shall at least try to see her.’’ 






will be useless.”’ 

§ she not cattle and horses for sale?’’ 

s, senor, but the cowboy. chief attends to that.’ 
his absence who does?” 

u will have to come again, senor.’’ 


will ride on, however, and request to see the 
ta. 


“will only be refused.’’ 


ery well, I can then turn back. But when will the 
by ‘king returii?”’ . 


-night, senor.’’ 
wauking the man, Buffalo Bill rode on, and soon 
ched the heavy gate of the hacienda. 

anan stood withiu, looking through a small window, 

id, somewhat rudely: 
,he senorita entertains no strangers beneath her 
4 : 

have not asked it, my man. But you will go and 


the senorita that the Senor Cody desires to see her 
ew minutes.’’ 


idl go, senor, but she will not see you.”’ 
returned within ten minutes and said: 


tthe senorita regrets having to decline to see the 
, and that she is not able to offer him hospitality 
sy her roof.’’ 


falo Bill smiled, and taking from his pocket a note- 
he tore out a leaf and wrote upon it: 


If taken from the wrist the charm is broken.’ 
Senor Cody begs to restore the charm.’’ 

‘land this to the senorita, my man,’ and a silver 

1@ slipped into the hand prevented any reply, as the 
ad a refusal upon his lips to bear the message. 


he walked off, and Buffalo Bill waited with no 
of anxiety upon his face as to the result. 


-Wtime the gatekeeper was gone for a much longer 
Than before, and when he returned there was a puz- 
10k upon his face, as he said: : 
©] allow you to enter, senor, for the senorita will 
Sr 
"elt that she would see me,’’ was the quiet reply 
alo Bill. 
e has done so, but——”’ 


twhat?’’ asked Buffalo Bill, looking the evidently 
hy surprised gatekeeper straight in the eye. 


ee senor is doubtless an old friend of the senorita ?”’ 
s 


was ventured as though the man was cautiously 
g his way. 


eqmlay and may not be a friend,’’ 
> man halted at this and said: 
ell, lam very sure of one thing, senor.’’ 


“+ matters nothing to me what you think; do as you 
told to do—lead me to the presence of the senorita.’’ 


-inan had a dogged look and manner. 

appeared as though he meant not to obey the bid- 
but there was that in the look of the scout which 

ianded obedience. 3 

dso he moved on once more. 
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‘charm is broken. 


29 
CHAPTER XIII. 


THE FAIR HERMIT. 


‘‘Visitors are not allowed here, and, were the cowboy 
king at home, he would not have admitted you,’’ said 
the man to Cody, as thane? determined to make another 
effort to talk. 

‘“My visit is to the ‘Senorita Suelo, not to her servant, 
the cowboy chief,’’ was the stern reply. 

The gateman. winced, for the cowboy king evidently 
was all powerful in that hacienda. 


The gateman did not lead the visitor into the hacienda, 
but, halting at the flower garden gate, said: 


‘“The senor will find the senorita in yonder arbor.”’ 


‘‘She does not intend ‘to have any eavesdroppers, that 
is certain,’’ muttered the scout to himself. 


A short walk brought him to the arbor, a perfect 
bower of beauty amid the flowers that were upon all 
sides. 

The senorita arose ‘Sah a hammock, a book in her 
hand, as the caller approached. 


Bufialo Bill halted in the arched entrance to the 
arbor, and what he saw was a perfect picture of loveli- 
ness. 

There she stood in a slightly embarrassed way, it 
seemed, clad in a dress of soft, yellow silk that clung 
gracefully about her exquisite form. 

That she was very beautiful the scout realized, as, 
lifting his sombrero, He bowed low before her. 

‘‘Senor, be seated,’’ she said, and she still appeared 
embarrassed. 

‘*Senorita, I have no right, perhaps, to intrude myself 
upon you, knowing the unwritten law of your house 
that no stranger must enter, but I havedone so to return 
to you a trinket that belongs to you—one I picked up 
upon the scene when last we met.’’ 


_ As Buffalo Bill spoke, he held out the bracelet he had 
found upon the spot where he had rescued the Mexican 
officer and the maiden from the outlaws. 


The face of the fair Mexican flushed and paled in 
turn, and, stepping forward, she said, earnestly: 

‘Senor, can you ever forgive me for my treatment of 
you that day, leaving you, as we did, after your saving 
the senor captain from certain death, and rescuing me 
from the power of crtiel foes? 


“Ves the bracelet must have been torn from my 
wrist unnoticed by my captors in the struggle. 


“You read what is written within it, senor, so the 
I will never wear it again; no, never! 
For what is there graven has come true—the charm is 
broken.’’ 


She turned her head, dnd for a moment was silent, 
when Buffalo Bill spoke: 


“T am sorry you no longer have faith in the charm; 
but I am glad to have returned it to you.”’ 


‘‘Senor, I am glad you have done so, for it has given 
me the chance to meet you to tell you how I appreciate 
all you did that day. Why we left you so unceremoni- 
ously I cannot tell, for my lips are sealed.”’ 

‘And who were those foes of yours; senorita ar” 

**T do not know.’’ 


‘* And the senor captain—did he recover from the cruel 
treatment they gave him?” 


‘* Ves, senor.”’ , 
‘Senorita, I have a request to make.”’ 
‘*I will grant it.’’ 


‘‘The favor I would ask is that when I come again to 
see you, you will see me.’’ 


‘‘I have promised; but you must, not come when the 
cowboy king is here, senor.’ 


Buffalo Bill’s face did not change a muscle at this 
remarkable request of the fair recluse. 


The girl looked at him somewhat anxiously, while he 
answered, graciously: 


‘‘It shall be as you wish, senorita. I will now bid you 
adtos and thank you for having received me,”’ 


‘“Then thanks are due to you, senor, and I wish you 
would ¢te?f mae 3 in any way I can serve you,”’ 


‘‘ By allewing me to call again, "as you have promised, 
if I deem it best to come.”’ 


‘*You have my promiise.’’ 

‘‘And may I again ask if you have any idea of who 
the men were who attacked you that day ?’’ 

‘*T have not.”’ 7 

‘‘Were they net the secret foes?’’ 

**No, senor.’ 


‘<T did not know but that they might be,”’ said: Buffalo 


Bill, in a peculiar way. 


‘“No, senor, they were not of that band. Their masked 
leader was a foe to—to—the senor captain, and to me, I 
know; but, just who he is Iam not aware. He wanted 
gold, and revenge, as well, it seemed, but he thwarted 
his purpose as far as getting money was concerned, for, 
but for your coming, as you so bravely did, he would 
have killed the senor captain, and from me he would 
have obtained nothing. 


‘*The outlaws were strangers in the valley, senor, 
save their chief, and just who he was I do not know, as 
I have stated.’’ 

‘‘Perhaps when I call again, senorita, I may be able 
to inform you as to his identity.’’ 

‘‘Ah! can you? Oh, can you, senor?’ 

‘‘T may,’’ was the cautious reply, and, declining the 
offer of refreshments, the scout took his leave, the 
senorita offering her hand as she bade him farewell. » 

He had gone but afew steps when Senorita Suelo 


| 


«called to him, and coming rapidly up to where he had 


halted, she said: 


‘<Senor, this valley is full of dangerous characters, 
and one knows not whom to trust. You are going alone 
upon a dangerous trail, and I warn you that you may be 
halted and held up, as they say here. This will protect 
you from robbery, perhaps from death. Wear it!’’ and 
she took from the silk scarf about her neck a pin of 

unique design and fastened it apon the lapel! of Bufialo 
Bill’s jacket. 


‘*Senorita, I will keep it as a souvenir of you; 
doubtless be a charm to protect me. 


‘‘T thank you,’’ and again bidding the beautiful 
girl good-by, Buffalo Bill left the garden, crossed the 
os 


it will 
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plaza to where his horse awaited him, and rode} 
the gate. 

There stood the keeper, who now saluted hit, ; 
marked respect, again saying: he 

““You are the first stan eee senor, who ever Bs t 
entrance to this hacienda.’ 

As Buffalo Bill rode along he was not forget 
being in great danger, and he was surprised when? 
not see the ranch cowboys he had seen when he’ 
his way to visit the fair hermit. 
“ He was riding quietly along when he saw a hor, 
approaching, a _splendid- looking man, well-m¢ . 
and with silver-mounted Mexican saddle and bridk 

Buffalo Bill knew him at once from what 
heard of the cowboy king. | 

Both saluted and halted, the cowboy king saying Be 









mn 
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*‘Off your trail, senor?’’ ? a) 
‘‘No, for I have been to the hacienda.’’ a 
**And why ?”’ a 
‘“That I consider none of your business.”’ e- 


‘‘I shall make it my affair, Senor Cody, and yday 
covered by my men,’’ responded the cowboy. king.jou 
It was true, for four men were peering over @ 
with rifles leveled at the scout, who said: C 


‘“So it seems; but do you not respect this ba 
and he pointed tu the pin Suelo had given him. 

“Not this time, for you are too dangerous a it 
be at large. JI know you, Buffalo Bill.’’ 


‘*And I know you, now, for you were a desertet a 
the army, and later became a finished cutthroat; 
thought you were dead, Dallas Mowbray.’’ 


‘No, I left the northern country several years ag, 
it became too hot for me, and came back to the Sit 
west, for I am really a Mexican, you know, an¢ n 
once an officer of the Mexican army, but was exile 
certain acts. You see, I don’t mind telling you) 
regard you as good as dead.” 


‘Thanks; but while there is life, there is hope.’"¥! 


‘‘So I have found out; but I'll fix you now—ho, ; 
come here!’’ 


The four men came, their rifles still loaded; 
they neared the scout there were several shots he@ 
then one, 


The first came from some thick. timber close at Ik 
and the four men with rifles dropped dead. 


The single shot was from Buffalo Bill’s revolve 
was quick to take advantage of the volley in his ff 
He had -sent a bullet through the heart of the cows 
king. * 


The next moment Texas Jack, four of his pards, 
Senor Otega and his cowboy chief, Palma, came} 
view. 7 

‘*You were just in time, Jack, and I thank you af, 

‘‘Find the horses of those four men, strap the 
in the saddles, and we’ll take them to our rancf 
night, and to-morrow there will be two visits for’ 
make, and in full force, for I can see the beginning 
the end of our trail.’’ 


‘‘As I also can, chief,’’ answered Texas Jack. 
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CHAPTER XIV, 


= 


le f 
REVEALED. 
Lil 
hermit. 
r gas the day following his meeting with the mney 
retin a was received, and in the garden, as ators. 
1) Phe sénorita said: 
> pl Bizve come sooner than I expected, senor; but 
ell, as the cowboy king is not here.” 
orgy do you fear that man?”’ 
on! I cannot tell.’’ 
110 +) 
d! hat is he to yout 
> not ask me. ; 
9 you love him ?’’ 
7 Ee 
198 fairly hissed the word in her earnestness. 
ai ‘glad, for I can tell you that you neéd no longer 
im.” 
hat do you mean ?’’ she gasped. 
enc ita, I have read your secret, for that man was 
exican officer I saved with you from mapae men 
y Olay nearly two mouths ago.’’ 
. Fou recognize him, then ?”? 
areas as a vile cutthroat who i army, 
d the paymaster, deserted, and becanre a fugitive 
,din outlaw, at last, as we believed, being killed, but, 
d, se here. Did you not know him as all that 
ad 2?” 
enor, I was deceived by him, for I believed him an 
r of the Mexican army. I was left this place, and 
a rged me to marry him secretly, and I did so, tlien 
perere to live, and obeying him blindly. At times 
meé here, I believing he was on duty when he was 


' 
































mj 


] 


4 
5 fai when he was here that you reeds us, and 
al ‘men I now think were not outlaws, but those who 
‘efected him of certain deeds and detérmined to kill 
1) Perhaps they were ny own cowboys, who sought 
1] him, not wishing a master over tiem. 
Of iate, I have had reason-to doubt him, and I meant 
10; the truth, even if he killed me, as he has often 
atened to do.’ 
aye no fear now, for he is dead.”’ 
No, no, it cannot be: for he bears a charined life.’ 
“dt has ended—the charm is broken, as was the case 
} you lost your bracelet.” 
@Vhich he gave to me; but do you know that he is 
on 
f killed him, Senorita Suela Sada,’’ calmly said 
alo Bill. 
you ?’’, 
Yes, I made you a widow, I am stad to say, for that 
was the leader of the secret’ foes of this valley, the 
jwho has put the curse upon it which all have 
: C 2] we 

rod bless you, senor, for those words. You have 
| me from worse than death. But only lately did I 
> . that he was really bad at heart, and the words I 


fr ely watch his movements and I would discover the 


My servants here are innocent, all in the hacienda, 


Be : 
n did Buffalo Bill pay a visit to the hacienda of 


came to me by a secret letter, and I was told to ~ 


di 


but I believe all the cowboys are guilty, and were 
members of his band.’’ 

‘‘T know that they were; but let me tell you that they 
are all prisoners now, fortI led my men to their retreat 
last night, on the cliffs, back of my ranch, and through 
a secret entrance into the old hacienda, surprised their 
hidden camp. 

‘They had there a score of prisoners, men, women 
and children, held for ransom, and I learned the story 
from dving lips, and enough more to enable us, under 
Senor Otega and his chief of cowboys, to find the secret 
entrance to the clifis. 

‘«We set free all_who were there, killed the five guards 
over them, and to-day rounded up and captured your 
cowboys, seven in number, who shared the ransoms paid 
with their chief. 

‘You were not guilty, I know, Senorita Suelo Moro, 
for such is your name as Dallas Moro’s wife; hut you 
will be so thought by many in this valley, and my ad- 
vice is that you at once leave here and seek a honie else- 
where, where no cloud hangs over your life, and Senor 
Otega will see to your property here.’’ 

‘*Senor Cody, again Isay, ‘God bless you,’ and from 
my heart I thank you more than words can tell. I have 


‘an ample fortune of amy own, independent of this ac- 


cursed ranch, where I have known only sorrow; but 
what I-have done he forced mé todo. To Senor Otega I 
leave this rauch, cattle and all, for him to dispose of, 
and pay back to those who have paid ransom, every dol- 
lar they have been cheated out of. 

‘‘Seuor, with. my few faithful servants I will leave 
here at sunset, and into your hands will I give the paper 
by which Senor Otega can act for me.”’ 

From his heart Buffalo Bill pitied the beautiful and 
unhappy woman, and he was glad, a few hours after, to 


‘sce her and -her few faithful servants depart from the 


hacienda forever, while Senor Otega willingly accepted 
the duty, to carry out the mission she had entrusted to 
him, through Cody. | : 

As quickly as Buffalo Bill and his secret sleuths had 
entered the mysterious valley, they departed from it, 
carrying with them their horses and cattle, and their 
prisoners also, to deliver over to the commandant of the 
fort nearest the scene, and who held control of that part 
of the’country: 

Ainong the prisoners was Riel, the innkeeper, who, 
next to the cowboy king, ‘‘ EI Diablo,’’ as his men called 
hin, was the guilty one in the many crimes committed 
in the beautiful valley. 

It is needless to say that quick punishment was visited 
upon all the prisoners, and Buffalo Bill and his sleuths 
of the saddle gained great praise for their splendid . 
services rendered, and General Carrol sent a special 
report to headquarters, about the great chief of scouts’ 
brilliant achievement. 

As to the beautiful valley, it is as peaceful to-day asa 
Quaker village, and the fair hermit of the hacienda is 
forgotten for she was never heard of again by those who 
dwelt in the Silver Lake settlement, while the haunted 
ranch remains but a ruin, surrounded by its graves. 

THE END. 

Next week’s BuFFALO BILL STortes (No. 13) will con- 
tatn ‘“Buffalo Bill’s Boy Bravo Pard; or, On the Texan 
Terrors Trail.”’ 

f 















The only publication authorized by the Hon. Wm. F. Cos 


(BUFFALO BILL) 








A Sure Winne.. 





« 


F 
We were the publishers of the first sto 
ever written of the famous and world 
renowned BUFFALO BILL, the most darin 
scout, wonderful rifle shot, expert suide 1” 
greatest Indian trailer ever known, and & 
popular hero whose life has been one su 
cession of exciting and thrilling incident m 
combined with great successes and accom | 
plishments, all of which will be told in @ 
series of grand stories which we shall noy 
place before the American Boys. 

: These exciting stories will appear regu 
PPh a Bom, Wane Body (oe larly iv oue new iScl weekly to be known @ 


THE BUFFALO BILL STORIES 


/ ) READ THE FOLLOWING TITLES 
1} 10. Buffalo Bil’s Bravos; or, Trailing | 12. Buffalo Bill’s Secret Mission; or, T 





pees mane Tes ee 


L 
: . | Through the Land of Death. Fair Hermit of Mystery Valley. f 
1} 11. The Lost Stage Coach; or, Buffalo | 13. Buffalo Bill's Bravo Pard; or, On the 
| Bill’s Long Search. as , Texan Terror’s Trail. é 


| LOOK OUT FOR THE GREAT INDIAN STORIES 


STREET & SMITH, Publishers NEW YORK % 


Oy rt 4s 


OE Ee FE Ore SRE PUM TTR LT Be ROP ET ee A a ELA eras 














lishers in the world 
to print the famous sto- 
ries of the James Boys, 
written by that remark- 
able man, W. B. Lawson, 
whose name is a watch- 
word with our boys. We 
have had many imitators, 
and in order that no one 
shall be deceived in ac- 
cepting the spurious for 
the real we shall issue the best stories of 
the James Boys, by Mr. Lawson, in a New 
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Library entitled “The Jesse James Stories,” 


one of our big five-cent libraries, and a sure 
winner with the boys. The first four issues 
are: “Jesse James, the Outlaw. A Nar- 
rative of the James Boys,” “Jesse James’ 
Legacy; or, The Border Cyclone,” ‘Jesse 
James’ Dare-Devil Dance; or, Betrayed by 
One of Them,” “ Jesse James’ Black Agents; 
or, The Wild Raid at Bullion City.” 
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ing and thrilling inci- 
dents combined with great successes and 
accomplishments, all of which will be told 
in a series of grand stories which we shall 
now place before the American boys. The 
first of these stories entitled “ Buffalo Bill, 
the Border King,” appears in No. x of our 
new five-cent library entitled “The Buf- 
falo Bill Stories.” 
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HE best known detec- 

tive in the world is . 
Nick Carter. Stories by 
this noted sleuth are is- _ 
sued regularly in ‘‘Nick. wed 
Carter Weekly” (price a i 
five cents), and all his Ae 
work is written for us. i Ee 
It may interest the patrons and readgeaee E 
of the Nick Carter Series of Detective — ie 
Stories to know that these famous stories; 
will soon be produced upon the stage) 
under unusually elaborate . circumstances. 
Arrangements have just been completed 
between the publishers and Manager KE 
C. Whitney, to present the entire set | 
Nick Carter stories in dramatie form. Te 
first play of the series will be brough’ 
next fall. 
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are the most unique and fascinating heroes | a 
of Western romance. The scenes,and many 
of the incidents, in these exciting stories are 
taken from real life. Diamond Dick stories; 
are ccnceded to be the best stories of the West. 


and are all copprighted by us. The library 


with handsome illuminated cover. Price, 
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